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Mr. Rabbit got on his back and they went down into the water. 
—Page 33 
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The following stories have been taken directly 
from the folk-lore of Korea. Some of the types 
will be readily detected, such as the Cinderella 
type and others which are found in many and 
widely distributed countries. They are the 
result of some twenty years of residence in 
Korea and some considerable examination of 


that literature, but especially of personal con- 
tact with the people in their ordinary life and 
avocations where folk-lore persists at its best. 
Among Oriental peoples the idea of written 
literatures is so stereotyped and formal that much 
of the best material has never been committed to 
paper and must be dug out literally by personal 


conversation. 

An attempt has here been made to conserve the 
flavor of the Korean story and to put it in lan- 
guage well within the reach of children between 
the ages of six and thirteen. The cruder and 
harsher elements of the original tales have been 
toned down, yet without emasculating the essen- 
tial meaning. It will be found that the nobler 
qualities of humanity have been held up as 
worthy of imitation. The imagination of the 
child is stimulated and yet not over-stimulated. 


THE WIZARD 


WHO SOKTARY WAS 


ve and years ago there lived a little boy 

named Soktary up among the hills of Korea, 
far across the Pacific Ocean. He was a poor 
boy and his father made a living by cutting grass 
and selling it in the far-off city for fuel. You 
know that fuel is what we burn in stoves and 
furnaces. We use coal and wood and gas, but 
most of the people in Korea have nothing but 
dried grass to burn. 

They have no stoves at all but they build a 
fire under the floor of the house. You would 
think that the house would catch fire but the 
floor is made of wide flat stones under which 
there are long holes that reach from one end of 
the house to the other. They build the fire in 
the hole at one end of the house. The heat and 
smoke go through the hole and the smoke comes 
out at the other end of the house. It keeps the 
floor warm all the time. 
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People in Korea sleep on the floor. Some- 
times the fire goes too hard and the floor gets too 
hot. Then they have to roll over on the floor 
to find a cooler spot to sleep. 

Every morning, very early, Soktary’s father 
would put a jiggy on his back, put a sickle over 
his shoulder and trudge away among the hills to 
cut grass. A jiggy is a very funny thing. It is 
like a small chair with both front legs cut off. 
Of course it cannot stand alone, so he props it up 
with a forked stick. After putting the load on 
the seat of the “chair,” he gets down on one knee 
behind it and takes it on his back, holding it by 
two ropes over his shoulder. 

His father would cut grass all day, then pile 
it on the jiggy and bring it home. When he had 
a big pile gathered he would load it on the back 
of a cow and take it to the city to sell. If he 
was lucky he would sell his load and get home 
the same day, but if the road was muddy or if 
the cow slipped and spilled the load, as some- 
times happened, he would not be able to get back 
till the next day. 
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When Soktary was five years old he began to 
tease his father to let him go to the hills with him 
to spend the day, but his mother always said no. 

“What would you do all day long? You are 
not big enough to cut grass. Your father would 
be too busy to play with you or even to watch you 
all the time. You would get lonesome and then 
he would have to bring you home before noon 
and so lose most of his day’s work. No, wait 
until you are bigger and then you can go with 

His father made him a little jiggy to play with. 
Soktary would put it on his back and walk about 
as proud as a peacock. Such fun as he had 
playing with that jiggy! He would put a few 
little stones on the jiggy, lift it on his back and 
go down through the village, leaning over as if 
the load were very heavy and groaning with 
every step as if it were too much to carry. He 
was playing at being a jim-koon. ‘That is what 
they call people who carry jiggies. 

“Hullo, you old jim-koon,” someone would 
call out at him, ‘“‘where are you going with that 
big load?” He would stop, put the jiggy down, 
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prop it with the stick and then wipe his forehead 
as if he were very warm. 

“T’m on my way to Ping-yang to sell this load 
and buy a pig.”” One man laughed at him. 

“And what would a little chap like you do with 
a pig?” ‘That made all the others laugh. Sok- 
tary looked around at the man without smiling. 

“You are the first man I ever saw who doesn’t 
know what people do with pigs,” he said. Then 
he picked up the jiggy and walked proudly away 
while all the people roared with laughter at the 
man who had asked the foolish question. 

There were just two things that Soktary hated 
to do. One was to help his mother do the wash- 
ing and the other was to clean out the fire-holes 
under the floor. Every eight or ten days his 
mother would put a bundle of soiled clothes’ on 
her head, take a wooden paddle in her hand and 
go down to the brook to do the washing. 

There was no hot water, no soap, no tub, no 
wash-board. ‘There was only a smooth flat stone 
that slanted down into the water. She would 
sit down on her heels beside this stone, dip one 
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of the garments in the water, lay it on the stone 
and then pound it with the paddle till it was 
clean. She made Soktary a little paddle too, 
and he had to sit by the hour paddling clothes. 
It was very very tiresome and besides he did not 
think that boys should be made to do girls’ work. 

Once when he was paddling away at a bunch 
of clothes some girls came by and began to laugh 
at him. He was so angry that he threw down 
the paddle and ran away. His mother did not 
like it but she did not say anything till his father 
came home. 

‘“‘What do you think of a boy,” she said, “‘who 
won’t wash his own clothes but runs away just 
because some girls laugh at him?” His father 
looked at him and frowned. Soktary hung his 
head with shame. 

“Which would you rather do, Soktary,” he 
said, “beat your clothes on the stone with the 
paddle or have me beat them when they are on 
your back?” As he said this he reached for the 
paddle. You may be sure that his mother had 
no more trouble about the washing. 
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The other thing that Soktary did not like was 
crawling into the fire-holes under the floor and 
cleaning out the soot. It got into his eyes and 
nose and ears and into his hair and under his 
fingernails. It took him days and days to get 
clean again. He had no soap and so he would 
scrub himself with sand until he nearly took the 
skin off. That is one reason why he wanted to 
grow up, so that he would be too big to get into 
those holes. 

One of the things that he liked best of all was 
to take rice to the mill. They do not grind the 
rice into flour the way we do but just boil the 
rice. But before they could use it they had to 
take off the hulls just as you have to take off 
the feathers of a chicken before you can cook it. 
He would take a small bag of rice on his jiggy 
and carry it to the mill which was about a mile 
away beside the brook. It was not like our 
mills at all and I will try to tell you how it looked. 

They took a long log and put it across another 
log so as to make a sort of see-saw. When one 
end came up the other end would go down. 
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Under one end of the log they fastened a heavy 
smooth stone, so that when that end came dcwn 
it would hit the ground like a great hammer. 
On the other end of the log they nailed a big 
trough that would hold about ten buckets of 
water. 

The mill was always made beside a water- 
fall and the log was set so that the trough would 
be right under the falling water. The trough 
would fill with water and become so heavy that 
it would go down. That would lift the other end 
of the log where the stone was. But when the 
trough went down all the water would spill out 
and that would make the other end of the log 
come down hard. Under the stone there was a 
big stone pot where they put the rice and every 
time the stone came down it would pound the 
rice and knock off a lot of the hulls. Of course, 
when it came down, the trough would go up again 
and begin to fill with water. When it was full 
it would go down, the water would all spill out 
and down would go the stone ka-thump on the 
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When all the hulls were knocked off the rice, 
they would take out the rice, hulls and all mixed 
together, place it in a shallow tray and then 
when a good wind was blowing they would hold 
it up and let it fall little by little into the basket. 
The hulls were much lighter than the rice and 
so the wind would blow away the hulls but the 
clean rice would fall into the basket. This is © 
called winnowing. Soktary never tired of watch- 
ing the mill go. After he had winnowed the rice 
he would carry it home to eat. 


HOW SOKTARY WENT TO THE HILLS 


SEVERAL years passed and Soktary grew to 
be a big boy. He never stopped begging his 
father to let him go to the hills with him. 

“All right, my boy, but if you get tired and 
lonesome you will have to stay up there till my 
day’s work is done. I can’t bring you home 
till night and I can’t spend my time playing with 
you.” 

“OQ goody!” cried Soktary, and he danced 
about the room with glee. “Just watch me. I 
can cut grass as well as anyone, and I can bring 
it home too.” His mother did not like it very 
well, because if Soktary should go away every 
day she would have no one to bring water from 
the well or run errands or help her with the wash- 
ing; but she knew that Soktary would have to 
go and learn to cut grass sooner or later, so she 
said all right. But she looked very sorry. 

“Tt isn’t that I don’t like to be with you, 
Mother,” said Soktary, “but you see I shall be a 
man soon. You and father will be too old to 
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work. Then I can do all the grass cutting and 
can take care of you both. The sooner I learn 
the better.” 

So the next morning she got up early and 
cooked the breakfast and made up a lunch for 
two. It made her sad to think that her little 
boy was growing up. She loved to see him play- 
ing about the yard. But she knew that she 
‘could not keep him so forever, and she tried to be 
brave about it. 

When it came time to start Soktary was a little 
sorry for his mother but she smiled at him and 


said that she would get along all right. So off 
they went, Soktary running and skipping along 
in front of his father. 


“Better not go too fast at first,” said his father, 
“it’s a long way up into the hills and you will 
be all tired out before you get there.” 

“OQ, no, I won’t get tired. I could go all day.” 

“Just wait and see,” said his father. 

Soon they left the main road and took a narrow 
path toward the hills. At first it was easy 
enough, but the path got steeper and steeper and 
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the rocks got rougher and rougher. In some 
places his father had to take his hand and help 
him up a ledge of rock. Soktary began to get 
warm and tired. He stopped and wiped his 
forehead. His father laughed. 

‘‘What’s the matter, son?” 

“Nothing,” answered  Soktary, _ bravely. 
‘‘Whew, but it is hot, isn’t it?” 

“Not very, but I think we had better stop and 
rest a minute.” They sat down on the rock and 
looked back. They were high on the hill by 
this time and they could see far down the valley. 
Soktary was surprised to see how far they could 
look. 

“Why, the houses down there are no bigger 
then the end of my thumb,” he said. 

“QO, yes they are. That is only because we 
are so far away. If your mother could see you 
now you would look as small as a mosquito.” 
Soktary laughed at this. 

“Wouldn’t it be great fun to be a mosquito 
and be able to fly everywhere!” 

‘And bite people?” asked his father. Soktary 
thought about this for a minute. 
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“Well,” he said at last, “they have to bite 
people to get something to eat. They are not to 
blame for that.” 

“Then if you were a mosquito and should bite 
someone he would slap you hard and smash you 
to pieces. How would you like that?” 

“Ouch! That wouldn’t be so nice.” 

“No, everything has something nice about it 
and something that isn’t so nice. If you were 
a dog you couldn’t climb a tree. If you were 
a cat you couldn’t swim. If you were a mosquito 
you couldn’t carry a jiggy.” 

“T guess Ill stay a boy,” laughed Soktary. 

“T think perhaps you had better,” said his 
father, ‘but now we must hurry on or we will 
never get to work.” Soktary’s jiggy felt heavier 
than it had before but he was too proud to com- 
plain about it. 

It was nine o’clock by the time they came to 
the place where they were to cut grass. Soktary 
was pretty tired but he would not tell his father. 
He put down his jiggy and began cutting grass 
with his small sickle. At first it was great fun 
but soon he was so tired that he could hardly 
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swing the sickle. He had already made quite a 
pile of grass. His father came and looked at it. 

“That’s pretty good for the first time.” The 
wind was rising and some of the grass was being 
blown away. His father pointed at it. 

“Don’t you think you had better lie down on 
it and keep it from blowing away? Perhaps the 
wind will stop soon.” . 

That was just what Soktary felt like doing bu 
he did not like to say so. 

“Yes, I think that would be nice, but I am 
pretty hungry. Isn’t it lunch time yet?” 

“So it is,’ said his father. ‘‘We had better 
eat first.” So he got out the lunch basket. Sok- 
tary was very willing to eat, for the long walk 
and the work had made him hungrier than he had 
ever been before. When they were done, he lay 
down on the soft pile of grass and in one minute 
he was fast asleep. His father smiled. This 
was just what he wanted, for he knew that the 
boy could not walk all the way back home un- 
less he had a good nap first. He piled some 
more dry grass over the boy so that he would 
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not catch cold, and then he went to work harder 
then ever to make up for lost time. 

It was after four o’clock when Soktary woke 
up. He sat up and rubbed his eyes and looked 
about. At first he could not remember where 
he was and thought that he must be dreaming. 
Then it all came back to him. His father was 
not anywhere in sight. It was so still and lone- 
some that he began to be frightened. He called 
as loud as he could but no one answered him. 

Soktary wanted to cry. He never felt so much 
like it in all his life. But what would his father 
think to come back and find him crying like a 
baby? No, he would mot cry! He took his 
sickle and began cutting grass as fast as he could, 
holding back the tears and shutting his teeth hard. 
He tried to sing but something seemed to stick in 
his throat like a big lump. So he whistled in- 
stead. This helped some and pretty soon his 
courage came back. 

By and by he heard his father coming. O, 
how glad he was. He wanted to run and throw 
his arms about his neck, but he wouldn’t do it, 
because that would show that he had been lone- 
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some. He waited till his father came up close. 

“Hullo,” he said cheerfully. “There you are.” 

“When did you wake up?” his father asked. 

“O, a long time ago. See the grass that I 
have cut since my nap.” It was quite a pile. 
His father looked at it in surprise. 

“What, all that grass? How will you ever 
carry it all home?” 

“Well, I can try, anyway.” 

“That’s the talk. No one can do better than 
that.” 

So they loaded their jiggies and started down 
the path. Soktary’s load was much too heavy 
for him but his father let him go on for a while 
to see what he would do. The boy struggled 
along like a hero but at last he stumbled and 
fell. He spilled the load and went rolling over 
and over. His father hurried to pick him up. 
He wanted to cry but he fought back the tears. 

“Well, son, I guess the load is a little too heavy 
for you.” Soktary stood rubbing his elbow. 

“No,” he said, “the load is not too big for me 
but I am too small for the load.” His father 
laughed. 
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“Well, what’s the difference?” 

“A lot of difference. The load ought not to be 
any smaller but I ought to be a lot bigger, and 
I’m going to be. You wait and see.” 

His father had to carry both loads till they got 
to the bottom of the hill. Then he let Soktary 
take back his own load to carry through the vil- 
lage. The people all looked at him and laughed. 

“Q-ho!” they said, ‘‘We’ve got another grass 
cutter in our town. A smart boy, that.” You 
may be sure that Soktary did not tell them his 
father had carried both loads most of the way. 
His mother was glad to see him back and she said 
he had done a good day’s work. 

“But I did not do much of the work,” he said. 
“T lay down on the grass and slept a long time. 
I guess I was more bother than I was worth.” 

“No, no,” said his father, ‘“You did cut a lot 
of grass. When you get bigger and stronger 
you can cut as much as I.” 


HOW SOKTARY FOUND OMJEE 


Qe time when his father had to go to the city 

to sell the grass, Soktary went to the hills 
all alone. Near where he was cutting grass 
there was a deep narrow valley with high rocks 
on each side. It was cool and dark in there 
and he thought it would be a good place to go 
and eat his lunch. When he got in there he 
found it so nice and cool and the valley was so 
pretty that he walked a long way through it be- 
side the brook. 

At last he came to a place where the valley 
turned. He was a little bit frightened at the 
stillness and the darkness but he did want to 
see what was beyond. He turned the corner 
and there, right in front of him, was a great stone 
image of a man cut in the solid rock. He was 
holding up one hand as if to say “Keep still, 
keep still!’’ His eyes were almost shut and looked 
as if he were just going to sleep. 

Soktary felt like running away as fast as he 
could, but then he thought, “‘What is the use of 
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running away. There’s nothing to be scared at. 
It’s nothing but a stone man after all.” So he 
stood still and looked at it a long time. 

By and by he thought he could smell smoke. 
He looked about to see where it came from and 
at last saw that it came from a hole in the rock 
right beyond the image. 

“That’s very funny,” he said to himself. “I 
wonder what is burning.” He tip-toed softly to 
the opening in the rock and peeped in. It was a 
sort of cave, and it was so dark inside that at first 
he could not see anything. But after a few mo- 
ments his eyes got used to the dim light and he 
saw an old, old man on his knees putting dried 
grass on a little fire. Over the fire there hung 
a small kettle. 

On the floor of the cave, beside the old man, 
lay a long stick like a cane. Pretty soon the 
man took his cane, got up and walked across the 
cave feeling his way with the cane. Then Sok- 
tary saw that the old man was blind. Soktary 
spoke without thinking. 
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The old man stopped and turned his face 
quickly toward Soktary. 

“Who are you, that come in the day-time? 
I never work except at night.” Soktary was 
badly scared but he had to say something. 

“T am only Soktary, a little boy, and I have 
been cutting grass.” 

“How did you get as far as this?” 

“T saw this deep valley and I thought I would 
come here and eat my lunch. I did not know 
that there was anyone living here.” 

“Well, I am the wizard Omjee. All the boys 
are afraid of me or else they mock me and throw 
stones at me whenever I go down to the village. 
But I am blind and I never wanted to do them 
any harm.” Soktary could not help pitying the 
old man. 

“That’s not right at all,” he said, “I don’t see 
why they should treat you so.” 

“Thank you,” said Omjee. ‘You do not seem 
to be like the others. Come in and sit down.” 
Soktary was still a little afraid but he saw no 
reason why he should be. So he went in and 
sat down on the floor beside the fire. 
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“So you have not had your lunch yet?” asked 
Omjee. 

“No, not yet.” 

“Then you must stay and eat with me.” Sok- 
tary did not see how a blind man could cook 
but he soon found that the old wizard was not at 
all helpless. There was water boiling in the 
kettle. Omjee went to a corner and brought 
a small bag of millet. Millet is like tiny yellow 
seeds and it is what a great many Koreans eat. 
It is not very good but it is better than nothing. 

Omjee put in his hand and drew out some of 
the millet and threw it into the boiling water, stir- 
ring it all the while with a large wooden spoon. 
He made a sort of hasty-pudding and then 
brought two wooden bowls. 

“Here is your dish,” said Omjee. ‘Hold it 
while I dip out the pudding.” 

“O, I have brought my own lunch,” said Sok- 
tary. “I mustn’t eat up your food.” 

“Yes, indeed, you must,” answered Omjee, 
“for you are my guest today.” 

“Thank you very much,” said Soktary, “but 
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In front of him was a great stone image. 
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I will tell you what we must do. We will put 
our two lunches together and have a real feast.” 

“Good!” said Omjee, and that is what they 
did. Soktary had a big lump of cold boiled rice 
and some cabbage and some cold fish. They 
spread it all out on the little round table which 
Omjee brought and then they both ate some of 
everything. Poor old Omjee could not afford to 
eat rice and fish and he enjoyed it very much. 
Soktary asked him all sorts of questions. 

“How do you get along all by yourself when 
you cannot see?” 

“Better than you would think,” answered 
Omjee. 

“T don’t believe that I could.” 

“OQ, yes, you could if you had to.” 

“But how do you get your millet to eat?” 

“Well, you see, I go down to the villages every 
five or six days and I find people who want to 
have their fortunes told. They pay me for it by 
giving me millet or salt or something else that I 
need.” 

“So you tell fortunes?” said Soktary. 

“Ves, I tell them what day will be lucky for a 
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wedding or for starting on a journey or for be- 
ginning to build a house or something like that.” 

“So you think that some days are lucky and 
others are not?” 

“Of course. If anyone gets married on the 
wrong day there will be all sorts of trouble. If 
he starts to build a house on the wrong day it may 
burn down soon.” 

“Tt’s very hard to believe,” said Soktary. 
Omijee laughed. 

“Well, don’t tell anyone, but I am not sure of 
it myself. But all the people believe it and they 
all want me to tell them what day to do it. They 
believe that only a blind man can tell them.” 
Soktary had to laugh too. 

“But how in the world do you do it?” he asked. 

“Ah, that is a secret that I must not tell,” 
answered Omjee. Soktary was very sorry for the 
old wizard and helped him bring a bucket of 
water from the brook and cut some grass for him. 
Omjee was very glad of his help. 

“You are the first boy,” he said, ‘“‘who ever 
wanted to help me. They do not treat me very 
well in the villages. They laugh at me and 
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throw sticks and stones at me, or else they are 
afraid and run away.” 

“T don’t believe you would hurt anyone,” said 
Soktary. 

“Of course not, but they think that all wizards 
are dangerous. If they only knew what nice 
stories I could tell them they would like me, I am 
aire: 

“Can you tell stories?” asked Soktary, who 
was very fond of stories. His mother had told 
him some and he thought there was nothing so 
much fun. 

“Yes, I can tell hundreds of them, only I have 
no one to tell them to.” 

“Will you tell me one? Then I will speak to 
the other boys about it and perhaps you will soon 
have plenty of people to tell them to.” 

“All right, the next time you come I will tell 
you one.” 

“Goody!” said Soktary. ‘You will see me 
very soon.” 

He went home and told his mother all about it. 
She was glad that her boy would not treat even 
a wizard badly. 
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“T can cut my grass near his cave and then eat 
my lunch there. He can tell me the story while 
I am resting.” 

“Aren’t you afraid of him just the least little 
bit?” 

“Of course not,” answered Soktary. “I am 
sure he is a kind man who would like to make 
friends with everybody.” 

The very next day Soktary hurried away to 
the hills and worked so hard that by noon he had 
cut almost a whole load of grass. When lunch 
time came and he arrived at the cave, he found 
Omjee cooking his millet. After they had eaten 
Soktary helped to clear things away and washed 
the dishes. 

“Now for the story,”’ said Omjee.’ “Let me 
see. Which one shall I begin with? I guess I 
had better tell you the one about the Sea-King’s 
daughter.” The old man was seated on his mat 
with his long pipe and Soktary sat in front of him 
eager to hear. 
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EARS and years ago the King of all the fishes 

lived in a beautiful palace at the bottom of 

the ocean. His throne was made of pearl and his 

servants were gold-fishes. The King was a great 

black fish with golden stripes all around his 
body. 

The one that he loved the best was his 
little daughter Yangwha, which means ‘Ocean 
Flower.” She was a little fish all silver color 
and she was the brightest, sunniest, cunningest 
little fish that was ever seen. The King was 
always thinking what he could do to make her 
happy. He never liked to have her out of his 
sight. 

But one day the little Yangwha was taken 
sick. She lay on her bed of soft sea-weed and 
tossed and tossed, and moaned and moaned. ‘The 
King was wild with grief. 

“Go as fast as you can,” he said, “and bring 
the Court Doctor.” Within ten minutes Dr. 
Moja came hurrying in. He was all brown and 
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he wore great spectacles. He looked at the little 
Princess and asked where the pain was. She 
pressed her fin against her side and groaned. 
The doctor shook his head. 

“This is a very serious case,” he said. “I 
would like to have some other doctors come and 
examine her with me.” So six or seven other 
doctors were sent for. Dr. Moja led them into 
the sick room and they stayed there a long time. 
When they came out they were looking very grave. 
The King anxiously asked them what the trouble 
was. They all looked at each other as if afraid 
to tell him. At last the Court Doctor fell on his 
his hind fins before the King and bowed his . 
head. 

“Your Majesty,” he cried, “it is a very queer 
sickness and the only thing that will do her any 
good is to eat a rabbit’s liver.” 

“A rabbit’s liver!” said the King. “Then she 
will surely die, for rabbits live only on the land 
where we can never go.” The the King got very 
angry. He swam round and round the room, 


lashing with his tail. Then he stopped right 
before Dr. Moja. 


ps tane y 
YY, 
Cas : yt / 
gn ead a a oF <4 
Pare i IO 


a 
* 


THE SEA-KING’S DAUGHTER 27 


“You said that just because you do not know 
enough to save her. I will have your head cut 
off.” 

“Oh, no, no, Your Majesty, that is not the rea- 
son. I will show you the medicine book where it 
tells all about it. We are not trying to deceive 
you—no indeed.” So they went and brought the 
book and, sure enough, it told all about the 
rabbit’s liver. The king saw that it was all true 
and he was dreadfully sorry. He could not sleep 
and he would not eat, and when a King will not 
eat you may be sure that something very bad has 
happened. 

Now one of the doctors was a tortoise. His 
name was Keedoo which means ‘“‘Hide-his-Head,”’ 
for you know that tortoises can pull their heads 
back into their shells. He loved the little 
Princess almost as much as the King did, and he 
determined to save her if he could. 

“O, King,” he said, “there is a way to do it. 
Do not lose hope. I am a tortoise, and you know 
that tortoises can crawl up on the land and walk 
about if they do not stay too long. I will go and 
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take a look and it may be that I can get a rabbit’s 
liver for the poor Princess.” The King jumped 
up with a look of joy on his face. 

“Joy, joy!” he cried. “If you will do this I 
will give you anything that you ask for.” Tears 
were in his eyes as he shook the Doctor’s fin and 
patted him on the back. ‘You are a wise old 
Hide-your-Head and I believe you can do it; but 
you must hurry or the Princess may die before 
you get back.” 

So Dr. Tortoise hurried away and swam up 
and up till he came to the surface of the sea. He 
looked east and west and north and south and at 
last he saw land far to the west. It took a long 
time to swim all that way but at last he reached 
the shore. He crawled up on the sand. He was 
very tired with his long swim and so he lay there 
a long time getting rested. 

“Now where to find a rabbit,” he said to him- 
self. “I have heard that rabbits can run very fast 
and so I must be careful if I am to catch one. I 
must try to find one that is asleep.” 

He crawled up into the deep grass and looked 
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everywhere for a rabbit. He saw a snake and a 
fox and a bear but it was not till two hours had 
passed that he turned a corner and there, cuddled 
up in a cozy nest of grass, he found a rabbit sound 
asleep. You cannot imagine how glad he was. 
But how was he to catch the rabbit? . He had 
not thought of that. If he should bite the rab- 
bit’s foot he would surely jump up and run away. 
So Dr. Tortoise just lay there and thought and 
thought as hard as he could. At last he raised 
his head and laughed, but without making any 
noise to wake the rabbit. 

“T can do it!” he said to himself. By this 
time the sun was beginning to go down in the 
west and there was not much time left. The 
rabbit stirred in his sleep, then opened his eyes 
and rubbed them. He caught sight of the tor- 
toise and jumped up quickly. 

“T wonder what that funny round thing is,” 
he said to himself. “I am sure it was not there 
when I went to sleep.” Then old Dr. Tortoise 
spoke, but almost in a whisper for fear of scar- 
ing the rabbit. 


OMJEE THE WIZARD 


“Good day, Mr. Rabbit. I found you sleep- 
ing here and so I thought I would have a nap too. 
How nice and snug it is in here.” Mr. Rabbit 
looked at Dr. Tortoise curiously. He could see 
nothing but a smooth round shell, for Dr. Tor- 
toise had drawn his head back into the shell. 
Mr. Rabbit heard the voice but could not tell just 
where it came from. He did not know whether 
to run away or whether he should stay and talk 
with this funny looking thing. Mr. Tortoise 
lay perfectly still, and Mr. Rabbit saw no danger. 
He was curious to find out what it was. 

“Yes,” he said, “it is a nicer place to sleep 
than in my hole. Itis warmer here. But please 
tell me who you are. I never saw anyone lke 
you before.” 

“QO, I am just a tortoise and I live sometimes 
in the water and sometimes on land. See what 
a thick shell I have.” Mr. Rabbit put out his 
paw and felt of the shell very timidly. 

“Well, well,” he said, “I think you are very 
lucky to have such a thick shell. I wish I had 
one. ‘Then the hawks could not bother me so.” 

“Hawks?” answered Dr. Tortoise. ‘What are 


aaet 
ory 


$3 en eis Pins + 


8 


ae ae 


THE SEA-KING’S DAUGHTER Ky 


“Don’t you know what hawks are? They are 
great birds that fly way up in the air and when 
they see a rabbit they pounce down upon him and 
carry him away in their claws and eat him up.” 

“Why, how dreadful!” said Dr. Tortoise. ‘“I 
don’t wonder that you do not like them.” 

“Like them! Why, they are our worst ene- 
mies. ‘That is why I hid here in the grass, so that 
they could not see me.” 

Dr. Tortoise thought very hard for a minute 
and then he began to laugh very hard. He had 
thought of a good way to catch the rabbit. 

“What in the world are you laughing at?” 
asked Mr. Rabbit, in great surprise. But Dr. 
Tortoise kept right on laughing till the tears ran 
down his cheeks. At last he stopped and spoke. 

“T was laughing to think how foolish you rab- 
bits are.” 

“Foolish?” said Mr. Rabbit, rather crossly. 

“Ves, foolish to live where there are so many 
hawks when you could easily go and live where 
there are no hawks at all.” 

“That’s easy enough for you,’ 
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Rabbit. ‘You can go down to the bottom of the 
sea. Of course there are no hawks down there. 
I can’t go down there. I think you are the fool- 
ish one.” 

“Not at all, Mr. Rabbit. I did not mean 
down in the water. I meant that big island over 
there. You can see it from the top of the hill. 
It is a wonderful place. I never saw a hawk 
there in my life. Rabbits can sleep right out 
in the warm sun without a bit of danger. The 
rabbits over there are the happiest ones in the 
world. You ought to see the cabbages and the 
turnips that they eat.” Mr. Rabbit was charmed 
with the words. Oh, if he could only live in 
such a place! Then his face grew sad again. 

“Why do you tease me so?” he cried. ‘You 
know as well as I do that there is no way for me 
to get over there. I can’t fly and I can’t swim. 
Oh dear! I wish you had never told me about it.” 

“Hm, hm,” said Dr. Tortoise, “that’s so, I’m 
afraid,” but after a few moments he laughed 
again. 

“T have it!” he cried. ‘You can get on my 
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back and I will take you over there in no time.” 

“Oh, no. I wouldn’t dare do that. I might 
slip off and get drowned. No, I could not think 
Oban 

“Now don’t be silly, Mr. Rabbit. You won’t 
slip off, and even if you should I could swim 
under you and lift you up again. Think of 
those beautiful cabbages and turnips.” 

“Are you quite sure it is safe?” asked Mr. 
Rabbit, doubtfully. 

“Why, of course it’s safe. Do you think I 
would ask you to do anything that is dangerous?” 

“Well, if you are sure, I think I will try it,” 
said the foolish rabbit. So they went down to 
the shore together. Dr. Tortoise made Mr. Rab- 
bit get on his back and then he walked up and 
down on the sand just to show how easy it was. 

“Just spread your feet out wide and lie right 
on your stomach on my back and we will be there 
in no time,” said Dr. Tortoise. 

So poor Mr. Rabbit got on his back and they 
went down into the water. At first he was badly 
scared to see the water all around him but Dr. 
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Tortoise swam very slowly and carefully and 
never tipped a bit. So they went on till they had 
got half way to the island. 

Then Dr. Tortoise looked over his shoulder 
at Mr. Rabbit and spoke in a very different tone 
than he had used before. 

“Now, Mr. Rabbit,” he said, “your last hour 
has come. I am going to take you down to the 
bottom of the sea. I will give you just time 
enough to say your prayers.” 

“Oh, no, no!” screamed Mr. Rabbit. “If you 
do that I shall surely drown.” 

“Of course you will. ‘That is what I brought 
you out here for. The Sea-King’s daughter is 
very sick and she will never get well unless she 
eats a rabbit’s liver. So you might as well get 
ready to die. We are going down in two 
minutes.” 

It was a terrible moment for poor Mr. Rabbit. 
He saw how the wicked tortoise had fooled him, 
but he remembered something that his mother 
had once told him. 


“When you get into bad trouble,” she had 
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said, “stop and think as hard as you can, for 
there is almost some way to escape if you can 
only think of it.” So now Mr. Rabbit began to 
think as hard as he possibly could. 

“Liver, liver, liver,” he kept saying to him- 
self. He had very little time to think for the 
two minutes were almost gone. Then he did 
a very queer thing. He threw back his head 
and laughed and laughed as if he had heard the 
best joke in the world. Dr. Tortoise was very 
much surprised. He looked over his shoulder 
and stared at Mr. Rabbit. 

“What in the world are you laughing at?” he 
asked. 

“OQ ho-ho-ho-ho, ha-ha-ha-ha! Oh dear! 
I shall die laughing. O-o-o how funny!” 

“T don’t see anything to laugh at,” grumbled 
Dr. Tortoise. 

“That makes it all the funnier,” said Mr. 
Rabbit, and he went off into another fit of laugh- 
ter. Dr. Tortoise knew very well that Mr. Rab- 
bit could not get away and he was curious to 
find out what the joke was. He could drown 
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Mr. Rabbit whenever he wished. So he waited 
before going down. 

“Well, what is it? What can you be laugh- 
ing at?” Mr. Rabbit stopped long enough to 
answer. 

“T was laughing to think what a great joke 
this is on you.” 

“On me!” said Dr. Tortoise, in great sur- 
prise. “I think the joke is on you.” 

“No, no. Ill show you. Don’t you know 
anything about rabbits—anything at all? Now 
let me tell you. Sometimes we eat too much and 
our livers get very, very hot. It is not at all 
pleasant. So what do you suppose we do? We 
just throw up our livers, wash them out in cool 
water and then swallow them again.” 

“Well, I declare!” said Dr. Tortoise. 

“Yes,” went on Mr. Rabbit, “and just before 
I took that nap I threw mine up and washed it 
and laid it on a rock to dry. When I heard your 
naughty story about the island I forgot all about 
it and left it there.” 

“Well, I declare!” said Dr. Tortoise again. 
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“To tell you the truth,” went on Mr. Rabbit, 
“T don’t believe that livers are of any use to us 
anyway. ‘They are more bother than they are 
worth. Lots of rabbits throw theirs away and 
they seem to get along about as well as ever.” 

“Well, I declare!” said Dr. Tortoise again in 
surprise. 

“Tf you had asked me for it politely I am sure 
you would have been very welcome to it. But 
now that you have treated me so badly I don’t 
know whether I had better give it to you or not.” 

Just imagine how the wretched Dr. Tortoise 
felt. He had gone to all this trouble just for 
nothing. He was so ashamed of himself that 
he could not say a word. He looked over his 
shoulder and Mr. Rabbit saw that there were 
tears in his eyes. At last he was able to speak. 

“Oh my, oh my!” hecried. ‘This is terrible. 
I can’t tell you how ashamed I am that I treated 
you so. It was all because I love the little 
Princess so much. I would do anything to save 
her,” 

“Well, I think I will give it to you anyway,” 
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said Mr. Rabbit kindly. “You have treated me 
badly, but no harm has been done. I see how 
you must feel toward your Princess and I am 
sorry for her myself. So when we get back I 
will give you my liver and I think I can get some 
other rabbits to give theirs. My cousin was say- 
ing just the other day that he wanted to get rid of 
his.” 


“That is so good of you,’ 


> 


cried Dr. Tortoise. 


“T shall never forget your kindness,” and with- 
out another word he turned round and swam for 
the shore as fast as he could go. When they 
were about ten feet from the shore the rabbit gave 


one big bound and landed on the sand. He 
jumped so hard that he pushed Dr. Tortoise right 
down under water. But he soon came up and 
shook the water out of his eyes. Mr. Rabbit was 
sitting high up on the shore and laughing. 

‘My, how you surprised me!” said Dr. Tor- 
toise. “You jumped so hard that I got a good 
ducking. Now let’s find the liver.’ 

“Liver? Liver?” laughed Mr. Rabbit. “My 


liver is right inside of me where it has always 
been.” 
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“But you said you had put it on the rock to 
cv 

“Yes, and you said that there was an island 
where there are no hawks, and you said it first.” 

What could old Dr. Tortoise say? He simply 
hung his head with shame. But Mr. Rabbit was 
not through yet. 

“Now I am going to find all the other rabbits 
and tell them about you and warn them to run 
away whenever they see a tortoise coming. I 
don’t think that you will ever get one of our 
livers.” ‘Then he waved his paw and scampered 
away as fast as he could go. 

Poor old Dr. Tortoise! He found out that it 
did not pay to tell wrong stories. If he should 
go back without the liver the King might cut 
his head off, and if he did not go back they would 
wait for him and not give any other medicine to 
the Princess and she would die. He decided to 
go back anyway and face the King. 

“Flow is the Princess?” he asked anxiously, 
as soon as he got to the palace. 

“Where is the rabbit’s liver?” demanded the 
King. 
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“Alas, Your Majesty, I couldn’t get one. I 
tried as hard as I could but it was impossible.” 

“But you promised!” thundered the King. “I 
ought to cut off your head for deceiving me this 
way.” 

“Tf it would help the Princess get well, I 
should be glad to have you do so,” said the poor 
doctor, “but if you let me live perhaps we can 
find something else that will help her.” 

“Well,” said the King, after thinking it over, 
“T will not kill you but I will banish you from 
the palace and never see your face again till the 
Princess is well.” 


to 


So old Dr. Tortoise waddled away broken 
hearted. ; 
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Sere saw that the story was done. He 
did not say anything but just stared at Omjee 
until the wizard spoke. 

“Well, what do you think about it?” 

“But what about the poor little sick Princess? 
IT suppose she died.” He was sorry that the 
story did not tell how she got well. 

“O, no,” said Omjee, “but that is another story 
and I will tell it to you the next time you come.” 

The next week Soktary’s father had a bad cold 
and could not work, so Soktary had to work 
harder than ever and had no time to listen to 
stories. But he told some of the boys about 
Omjee and what good stories he could tell. They 
could hardly believe it. 

“What! That old fellow?” said one of them, 
“T wouldn’t dare go near his old cave. I should 
be afraid that he would kill me or change me into 
a pig or something.” 

“Fe wouldn’t be friends with us,” said another, 
“for we have always made fun of him and thrown 
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stones at him whenever we got a chance.” 

‘“‘Ah, that’s where you are wrong,” said Sok- 
tary. ‘He wouldn’t hurt anybody. I know 
him. He was telling me just the other day how 
glad he would be if some of you boys would 
come and see him and listen to his stories. He 
does not hate you at all.” 

“How can he help hating us? I would not 
blame him if he did,” said another boy. 

“T will tell you,” said Soktary. ‘He knows 
that you are a little afraid of him because he is 
a fortune-teller. He knows that it is all a mis- 
take and that if you should come to know him 
you would like him. He does not blame you 
nor hate you. Come with me just once and if you 
find that what I say is not true I will let you 
duck me in the pond.” 

“O-ho, that will be fun,” they said. ‘We will 
go up there and the old chap will chase us away 
and we will have a chance to duck Soktary.” 

“Tl go,” said Pomsuni. 

“T too,” said Koobawee. 

“And JI,” said another. 
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By this time all the rest of the boys were will- 
ing to go. But Soktary looked grave. 

“All right, but there is one thing you must 
promise me. You must treat the old man kindly 
and not begin laughing at him. If you do, I will 
duck some of you in the pond.” They all 
laughed. 

“No,” they said, “we will not bother him un- 
less he should begin it.” 

“Then tomorrow morning you can go up with 
me and at noon I will take you to his cave. You 
must all bring your jiggies and sickles for we 
must cut some grass for him to pay him for the 
story he will tell us.” They all agreed to this. 
It would not be hard and they all wanted to see 
what the old wizard was like. 

So early the next morning they all gathered at 
Soktary’s house and he led them up the hill. 
They had not told their fathers or mothers where 
they were going. ‘They might not be allowed to 
go. 

When noon came they took their jiggies of 
grass on their backs and Soktary led them into 
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the narrow valley. Some of them were rather 
scared but they were ashamed to say so. At 
last they came around the corner and came face 
to face with the stone image. It was such a sur- 
prise that three of the boys dropped their jiggies 
and started to run, but Soktary laughed and 
called them back. 

“Tt’s nothing but stone. It can’t hurt you. 
Come on, we are near the cave now.” 

When they came to the dark mouth of the cave 
not one of the boys dared look in, it was so dark 
and still and creepy, but Soktary went right in 
alone. 

“Good morning, Mr. Wizard. I have brought 
some of the other boys to hear your story.” 

“Fine, fine!” said Omjee, rubbing hands to- 
gether and smiling. “How did you get them to 
come?” 

“At first they were afraid. They said that 
you would not want to see them.” 

“No, no. Iam glad to have them come. Go 
and call them in.” 

The boys outside heard every word and they 
came and peeped timidly into the cave. 
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“Come in, boys. Don’t be afraid. He won’t 
hurt you.” They came slowly in, looking back 
once or twice to see that the path was clear if 
they should want to run. When their eyes got 
used to the darkness they saw old Omjee sitting 
on his mat. 

“Hullo, boys,” he called. ‘Come in and sit 
down. Have you had your lunch yet?” 

“No, sir,” answered one of the boys very 
politely. 

“Then we'll all eat together,” said Omjee. So 
they all got out their lunches and they had a 
regular picnic. The boys did not talk much 
but they watched Omjee to see what he would 
do. He did not scold them or tell them what 
bad boys they had been. He treated them as if 
they had always been his friends. You can 
imagine how ashamed they were to think what a 
mistake they had made. 

When lunch was over and everything cleaned 
up, Omjee took out his long pipe and lighted it. 
Soktary told the boys to sit down facing Omjee 
so that they could see his face while he was telling 
the story. Then the old man began. 


HOW MR. RABBIT CURED THE 
PRINCESS 


Gye day Mr. Rabbit was sitting beside the 
river washing his face and combing his 
whiskers. It was not the same Mr. Rabbit that 
I told about before. He sat under the shade of 
a big tree. Some of the branches spread out far 
over the water. On one of these branches sat 
a big king-fisher watching for fish. If one came 
near the top of the water he would dive right 
down from the branches and catch it with his bill 
and then carry it away to eat. 

Mr. Rabbit did not know that the king-fisher 
was there till he heard a great splash. He looked 
up quickly and saw the bird come up out of the 
water with a fine fish in his bill and take it up 
to the branch again to eat it. Mr. Rabbit saw the 
fish wiggling and he felt very sorry for it. 

“OQ, Mr. King-fisher, won’t you please let the 
poor fish go?” he called. The king-fisher looked 
down and laughed. 


“Of course I won’t. I must have some break- 
46 
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fast. You have plenty of grass and other plants 
to eat, but I eat nothing but fish. You have no 
right to ask me to let him go.”” Mr. Rabbit was 
very sorry. A; 

“Say, 1f you will let him go I will give you 
some money. You can catch some more fish 
easily and I will pay you ten cents if you will 
let this one go. I don’t know why, but somehow 
I like that fish and would like to save him.” 
The king-fisher looked down at the fish in his 
claws. It was a nice fat one. 

“No,” he said, “‘it is worth more than that. If 
you will give me fifteen cents I will let him go.” 
Mr. Rabbit felt in his pocket and found that he 
had only fourteen cents left. 

“T will give you all I have,” he said. “It is 
one cent too little but I will bring the other cent 
tomorrow.” 

“All right, here he is,” said the king-fisher, 
and he threw down the fish at Mr. Rabbit’s feet. 
Mr. Rabbit laid the money on the ground and 
picked up the fish and threw it back into the 
water. At first the poor fish was too weak to 
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swim but after flopping about for a minute or so 
he swam away down to the bottom of the river. 

“Now what did I do that for, I wonder,” said 
Mr. Rabbit to himself. “I never did such a 
thing before.” He left the money for the king- 
fisher and went back home. He did not tell his 
mother about it for he knew that she would say 
it was foolish. But still he felt that he had done 
right. 

The next day he went back to give the king- 
fisher the other cent. As he sat by the river 
waiting for him to come, he saw a fish swim right 
up to the edge of the bank and stick his head 
out of the water. 

“Mr. Rabbit,” he said, “I am the fish you saved 
yesterday. I went down to the palace of the Sea- 
King and told him all about it. He was very 
pleased that you did such a kind thing and said 
that we must do something for you. So he sent 
me to ask you to come down and visit him.” 
Mr. Rabbit had to laugh at that. 

“But how can I go down to the bottom of the 
sea? I should drown in one minute.” 
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“OQ, no, you would not drown. I can fix it so 
that as soon as you touch the water you will be- 
come a fish and can swim as well as I can.” 
Mr. Rabbit did not believe it but he thought it 
would be fun to show the fish how foolish he was. 
So he stepped down into the water. Then he 
found that it was all true. He changed into a 
fish as quick as a flash. He was frightened at 
first for he was afraid that he could never turn 
back into a rabbit, but the fish knew better. 

“Don’t worry,” he said. “You can become a 
rabbit again any time you wish. Now follow 
me.” ‘They went down, down, down to the very 
bottom of the ocean. What queer things he saw! 
Great bunches of coral and big shell-fish and 
curious crawling crabs and a hundred other 
funny-looking creatures, some with legs and some 
without. 

When they reached the gate of the palace and 
told the gate-keeper who they were, he hurried in 
and told the King that the good rabbit had come. 
The King came out himself to meet Mr. Rabbit. 

“Come right in, Mr. Rabbit,” he said. “I 
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have heard how kind you were to one of my 
people and I am glad that you have come to see 
me. You must stay a long time. J am sorry 
to say we are not having any parties now, for my 
little daughter is very sick, but we will give you 
as good a time as we can.” 

“T am sorry to hear that the Princess is sick,” 
said Mr. Rabbit. “I am sure you have done 
everything you could to make her get well.” 

“Ves,” said the King, sadly. “We have tried 
everything we could think of, but I am afraid 
there is no hope.” 

“Do you have good doctors down here?” asked 
Mr. Rabbit. | 

“T don’t know how good they are but none of 
them seems to be able to cure her.” 

“T wish I could do something to help.” 

“So do I, but I’m afraid there is nothing to 
do 

“T wonder,” said Mr. Rabbit, ‘‘whether we have 
not some kind of medicine up on land that would 
help her.” The King remembered about the 
rabbit’s liver, but of course he could not say any- 
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thing about it to a rabbit, especially to this rabbit 
who had been so kind to one of his people. After 
they had eaten a fine dinner the King told one of 
his servants to take Mr. Rabbit and show him 
all about the palace and the city and everywhere 
else that he might wish to go. 

All day long they wandered about seeing the 
most wonderful things, some of them in the city 
and some in the country. As they were coming 
back to the city they passed a big pile of rocks in 
which there was a dark den. Before it there lay 
a large tortoise. It was the first one that Mr. 
Rabbit had ever seen. 

“Who is that funny fellow?” he asked, point- 
ing at the tortoise. 

“He used to be a famous doctor, but he was 
banished from the court because he did something 
wrong.” 

“May I ask what it was?” His guide did not 
know what to say. How could he tell about the 
rabbit’s liver when he was talking to a rabbit? 

“T am afraid it would not be very polite to tell 
you, for it was something about one of your 


people.” 
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“O, I don’t mind. Tell me about it,” said 
Mr. Rabbit. 

“Well, you see, the doctors said that there was 
nothing that would cure her except a rabbit’s 
liver. Dr. Tortoise promised to get one but the 
rabbit was too smart for him and he could not 
get it. ‘The King was very angry and banished 
Dr. Tortoise-from the Court and told him never 
to come back till the Princess was cured.” 

“Ah, yes. I have heard about that,” said Mr. 
Rabbit. ‘* All the rabbits have been told the 
story.” This was very queer. He began to 
think as hard as he could. 

“Rabbit’s liver, rabbit’s liver,” he kept saying 
to himself. “Why, I know what that means. 
I have taken it myself when I was sick.” He 
turned to the guide. ‘Take me back to the King 
as fast as you can.”’ They hurried back to the 
palace and asked for the King. They found him 
sitting on his throne with his head in his hands 
and looking as if his heart would break. 

“Your Majesty,” said Mr. Rabbit, “I believe 
that I can cure the Princess.” The King looked 
up eagerly. 
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“What! You can do it? What makes you 
think so?” 

“Because I can get some rabbit’s liver, that’s 
why.” . 

“No, no. I cannot let you do that. It would 
not be right to kill a rabbit even to save my 
daughter,” and he fell back on his throne. 

“But I won’t have to kill a rabbit. Let me 
go home and I will surely bring something that 
will make her well.” 

“Oh, if you only would!” cried the King, “but 
I’m sure it cannot be done.” 

“Wait and see,” said the rabbit, and he hur- 
ried away. His guide took him back to the very 
place where he had entered the water. 

“Stay right here till I come back,” he said. 
“Do not come to the top till I come back and 
throw a stone in. The king-fisher might get 
you.” Then he hurried away home, for the 
minute he came out of the water he turned back 
into a rabbit again. 

His father and mother thought that he had 
been lost or that a hawk had carried him away. 
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“Where in the world have you been?” they 
asked. 

“T am all right. I haven’t time to tell you all 
about it now. Tell me where I can get some of 
that rabbit-liver plant that they make medicine 
of. I must have some right away.” So it was 
not a real rabbit liver but just a plant that was 
called by that name. 

“T saw some up in the woods yesterday when 
I was hunting for you,” said his father. They 
hurried away and within an hour they came back 
with a big bunch of the leaves. Mr. Rabbit tied 
it up tight in a bundle and ran to the river. He 
laid the bundle down and threw a stone into the 
water with a big splash. | 

‘““Are you back already?” asked the fish, stick- 
ing his head out of the water. 

“Yes, and we must hurry as fast as we can. 
I hope we will not be too late.” So they set out 
and swam faster than they had ever done before. 
When they came to the gate of the palace they 
found everyone crying. 

“What is the matter?” asked Mr. Rabbit. 
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“The Princess is dying,” they answered. 

“Quick! Take me to the King.” 

“We can’t. He is with the Princess.” 

“But I must see the King. I have some medi- 
cine here that will make her well again.” When 
they heard that they led him quickly to the sick 
room. ‘The King was kneeling beside the bed 
where the Princess lay. She was as white as a 
sheet and she was just barely breathing. It was 
plain that the end was near. “Quick! Your 
Majesty, have some hot water brought. I can 
save her.” In less than a minute it was brought. 
Mr. Rabbit put some of the leaves into it and 
pretty soon the medicine was ready. He took a 
spoonful of it and put it to the lips of the 
Princess. It was very bitter and she did not like 
it, but she was too weak to refuse. 

Every few minutes Mr. Rabbit would make 
her take another spoonful, and by and by they 
could see that it was doing her good. Slowly 
her cheeks began to get pink again. ‘Then she 
opened her eyes and looked up. She was too 
weak to speak, but she smiled at her father and 


OMJEE THE WIZARD 


then turned her head and went to sleep. 

“I’m sure she is better,” said Mr. Rabbit. The 
King was so glad that he fell on his knees be- 
side the bed, hid his face in the blanket and 
sobbed. Sometimes people cry because they are 
so happy. That’s a funny thing. By and by he 
raised his face. 

“What is that wonderful medicine?” he asked. 

“Tt’s rabbit-liver.” 

“What! Have you gone and killed a rabbit 
for her?” 


“No, no, Your Majesty. Mr. Tortoise made 


a mistake. He thought it was a real rabbit’s 
liver, but it only meant a plant that they call 
rabbit’s liver. I went back home and found some 
and that is what will cure the Princess. Mr. 
Tortoise meant well and I think you ought to for- 
give him and let him come back to the palace. 
Don’t you think so, too?” 

“Yes, yes, let him come back if he wants to.” 

So everything came out right after all. The 
Princess got well and everybody was happy. 
That’s the end of the story. 
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Not one of the boys had stirred while he was 
telling the story. They had never heard any- 
thing like it in their lives. 

“My, but that was fine!” said one of them. 

“T could listen all day,” said another. 

Soktary was the only one who did not say any- 
thing. He was thinking. At least he asked: 

“But didn’t the King do anything for Mr. 
Rabbit for saving the life of his daughter?” 
Omjee laughed. 

“Of course he did, but that is another story 
which I will tell you the next time you come.” 

As the boys were going out, one of them turned 
to Omjee. 

“Tt was very good of you to tell us this story. 
We are all very much ashamed that we ever 
treated you badly. You may be sure we will 
never do so again.”” Omjee smiled. 

“QO, that’s all right. You did not understand. 
I knew it would be different as soon as you 
should come to know me. You must thank Sok- 
tary for bringing you and I hope you will come 
again soon.” 
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A ee next day when Soktary met the boys they 
all said that he must take them up to Om- 
jee’s cave again soon. 

“Ves, I will do that,” he said, “but don’t you 
think we could do something for him? He has 
a hard time making a living and he only has 
millet to eat. His clothes are all worn out and 
he has to go barefoot most of the time.” The 
boys looked at each other. They had never 
thought of helping anyone else. All they wanted 
was to have a good time themselves. 

“How surprised and pleased he would be if 
we should take him some shoes and a coat and 
a bag of rice!”’ said Soktary. “‘I’1l tell you what. 
I will make him six pairs of straw shoes if you 
will go to work and get him a coat and hat. It 
will take a little money to buy the rice but you 
can work and earn it or get it from your fathers. 

None of the boys liked to work very well but 
this seemed different. When they thought what 
a surprise it would be to the old wizard they 
thought it would be fun to do it. 
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“We'll do it,” they said. 

“Splendid!” cried Soktary. ‘We will make 
him so comfortable that he will want to tell us all 
the stories that we care to hear.” 

“And to think that we used to throw stones at 
him! I think we owe him something for that,” 
said one of the boys. They all thought so too. 
And so it was arranged that the next time they 
went to see Omjee each one of them should carry 
him something. Soktary gave them a week in 
which to get everything ready. 

Every night, after his work was done, he would 
take some straw and braid it and make straw 
shoes. ‘That is the only kind that poor people in 
Korea wear. He could make one pair every 
night, so at the end of the week he had six nice 
pairs all done. | 

When the boys came together to start for 
Omjee’s cave they had all sorts of things on their 
jiggies, clothes and food and dishes and many 
other things. Soktary was very much pleased, 
not only that they were going to help Omjee but 
because they were doing something kind instead 
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of being mean and cruel to the old man. 

Then they all started up the hill together. 
They knew that Omjee would be at home, for he 
had told Soktary so. They were all curious to 
see what the old wizard would do when they gave 
him the presents. As they were tramping along 
Soktary started a song: 


Chookchung-eul chiko 
Manghay-reul sinko 
Chullee kang san 
Koogyung kanora 

It means 
T put on my straw shoes 
Take my long staff in hand 
And tramp a thousand miles 


To view the rivers and mountains. 


eae 


They all knew the song and joined in heartily 
until the path became so steep that they had to 
save their breath. ‘They did not go to the grass- 
cutting place this morning but went straight to 
the cave. Omjee heard them coming and ran 
out to meet them. 
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“Well, well, you are early this morning,” he 
said. ‘Have you got all your grass cut so soon 
as this?” : 

“No, we are not working today. It’s a sort 
of holiday for us,” said Soktary. ‘We thought 
we would bring some things for you and just have 
a good time.” 

“For me!” cried Omjee. ‘That certainly is 
nice of you.” The boys all said good morning 
to him and then set their jiggies down. Of course 
Omjee could not see them, for he was blind. 

‘“‘Now you must feel of these loads and guess 
what each one is,” said Soktary to Omjee. ‘Here 
‘is the first one,” and he led Omjee to it. He 
felt of it carefully. 

“Shoes!” he cried, ‘‘and lots of them. I won’t 
have to go barefoot any longer.” ‘Then he felt 
of the next one. 

“What in the world is this? A coat! Dear 
me. And pants! Well I declare! And this, 
I do believe it’s a hat.” His hands began to 
tremble. It made the tears come to his eyes. 

But there were more loads to feel. One was 
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a fat bag of rice, another a bag of turnips, another 
a thick blanket for his bed. 

“T don’t understand this,” he said, in a wonder- 
ing voice. “I didn’t know that there were such 
kind people in the world. What made you do it?” 

“QO, this isn’t much,” said Soktary, “not half 
as much as you did for us.” 

“Why, I didn’t do anything,” said Omjee. 
Soktary laughed. One of the other boys spoke 
up. 

“You did something much better than this,” 
he said. ‘You made friends with us even when 
we had treated you very badly. That is the 
queerest thing that ever happened.” 

“Well, it’s a great deal nicer to be friends than 
enemies. I know we would all have a better 
time, so you see I did it partly for myself. See 
what it means to me. Before, I was cold and 
hungry and miserable most of the time, but now 
just because I have made friends with you I have 
clothes and food and blankets and everything I 
néed.” 

“You must not thank us,” said the boy. “It 
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was all because of Soktary. If it had not been 
for him we never would have known you.” 

“Don’t talk that-way,” said Soktary. “I 
didn’t do anything. I only showed you how to 
do it.” 

“Well, we are all happy over it anyway,” said 
Omjee, ‘‘and IJ think that is the best thing after 
all. I thank you all for your kindness and espe- 
cially Soktary. Now we must have another 
story.” 

But first they made him put on the new clothes 
and shoes and hat. They folded up the blanket 


and put it on the floor for him to sit on. They 
cooked lunch for him and for themselves and 
after it was over they were ready for the story. 
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Vee I finished my last story, you remem- 
ber, Soktary asked me whether the Sea- 
King did not do anything for Mr. Rabbit for cur- 
ing the Princess. You don’t suppose he forgot 
that, do you? Of course not. He thought that 
nothing could be too good to give Mr. Rabbit for 
his great kindness, and the Princess thought the 
same. 

“We must give him the nicest thing we can 
think of,” she said. 

“Of course,” said the King. “But we must 
first find out what the nicest thing would be. 
You know he lives on land and not in the water. 
What would be very nice here might not be nice 
there at all.””. The Princess laughed. 

“Yes,” she said, “he was telling me about 
things up on land. He said that water came 
down in drops from the sky and people made 
cloth things called umbrellas to hold over their 
heads so as not to get wet. Just fancy!” They 
both laughed at this. 
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“T tell you what. We must send Dr. Tortoise 
up there to Mr. Rabbit’s home and have him find 
out what would be the best thing to give him,” 
said the Princess. 

“A good idea!” exclaimed the King. “We 
will do it right away.” 

So he called for Dr. Tortoise, who came rather 
fearfully because he thought the King was going 
to scold him some more. 

“Now, Dr. Tortoise,” said the Princess, “we 
have some very important work for you to do, 
We want to find out what would be the best pres- 
ent to give to Mr. Rabbit. But we do not know 
what people up on land like the best, so we want 
you to go up there to Mr. Rabbit’s home and look 
around and ask questions and find out what they 
specially like.” Dr. Tortoise was thoughtful for 
a minute. 

“111 do the very best I can,” he said, “‘but you 
know the last time I went I made a bad mistake. 
I will be careful this time and will find out what 
you want if I possibly can.” 

It was time for Mr. Rabbit to be thinking of 
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going back home, but the King would not let 
him go until he made a great feast for him, to 
which all the most important people were invited. 
The King made a speech praising Mr. Rabbit for 
what he had done and Mr. Rabbit made another 
saying that he was glad he happened to be there 
so as to be of help to the Princess. Everyone 
clapped his fins and the Princess smiled at him. 

Mr. Rabbit was glad when he learned that Dr. 
Tortoise was going home with him. Of course 
he did not know why Dr. Tortoise was going, but 
he was glad all the same. Soon they came up out 
of the water and started for home. Poor old Dr. 
Tortoise could not go very fast on land and it 
took a long time to get there. 


Mr. and Mrs. Rabbit were glad to see their son » 


back. They were a little bit afraid of Dr. Tor- 
toise at first but they welcomed him as a friend 
all the same. Young Mr. Rabbit’s story was so 
strange that they would hardly have been able to 
believe it if Dr. Tortoise had not declared that it 


was all just so. Then they simply had to believe 
it. 
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Dr. Tortoise kept his eyes open and was always 
watching to find out what would be the best thing 
to give Mr. Rabbit. Of course money would be 
very nice but the Sea-King didn’t have any money. 
They never used any down at the bottom of the 
sea. 

One day as he was walking along the street 
with Mr. Rabbit they passed a book-shop. In 
the window was an open book and in it a picture 
of a beautiful lady rabbit with a string of fine 
pearls about her neck. Dr. Tortoise began to 
laugh. 

“What are you laughing at?” asked Mr. Rab- 
bit. 

“Took at that lady wearing pearls!” said the 
doctor. ‘Why pearls aren’t worth anything. 
They are as common as pebbles with us.” Mr. 
Rabbit stared at him in amazement. 

“Pearls?” he said. “Why, they are almost as 
valuable as diamonds up here. A good pearl is 
worth hundreds and hundreds of dollars. That 
necklace would be worth a fortune. You must 
remember that up here on land it is not as easy 
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to get pearls as it is down where you live.” 

It was Dr. Tortoise’s turn to stare now. He 
had never thought of that. It was the very thing 
to give Mr. Rabbit. The King had bushels and 
bushels of pearls. The boy-fishes used them to 
play marbles with. 

Having found out what he wanted, Dr. Tor- 
toise did not stay much longer, you may be sure. 
He said good-bye and started for the water. Mr. 
Rabbit went with him to the river. 

When they were about half way who should 
come along but young Renny Fox. His real 
name was Reynard but they called him Renny 
for short. He was another enemy of Mr. Rabbit 
and a worse one than the hawks. He had long 
wished that he might catch Mr. Rabbit and eat 
him. When he saw the two friends coming 
slowly along he said to himself that »ow he would 
have a good dinner. So he hid behind a bush 
beside the path till Mr. Rabbit should be close 
enough to catch. 

Mr. Rabbit was always on the lookout for 
danger. He never passed a clump of bushes 
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without looking very carefully to see that there 
was no fox behind it. But this time he was so 
busy talking with Dr. Tortoise that he was not as 
careful as usual. Just as they passed the bush 
Renny Fox gave one swift jump at the rabbit. 
He had to leap right over Dr. Tortoise to get Mr. 
Rabbit and by good luck Mr. Rabbit saw him 
coming through the air and leaped aside. 

As Renny Fox jumped over Dr. Tortoise, his 
tail brushed right in front of the tortoise. Now 
Dr. Tortoise did not know what it was all about 
but he just seized the end of Renny’s tail in his 
mouth and held on for dear life. 

It was the biggest surprise that Renny Fox had 
ever had. It jerked him right off his feet and he 
fell flat in the path. But Dr. Tortoise held on 
and pulled his head back into his shell so that 
Renny could not possibly bite him. Renny Fox 
was on his feet again in an instant and he pulled 
so hard that what do you suppose happened? 
He pulled so hard that it turned Dr. Tortoise 
right over on his back. 

This is the worst thing that can happen.to a 
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tortoise, for he cannot possibly turn over again. 
It is just as bad as to be locked in a prison. He 
was so surprised that he let go of Renny Fox’s 
tail. 

Mr. Rabbit was far away by this time and 
Renny Fox saw that there was no chance of catch- 
ing him, so he went away without any dinner. 
When Mr. Rabbit saw the fox go away he came 
back to his friend who was still on his back, 
clawing the air and screaming: 

“Oh dear, oh dear! Here I am on my back 
and I can’t turn over. What will become of me?” 

Mr. Rabbit tried as hard as he could but he 
was not able even to move Dr. Tortoise. 

“Wait,” he said. “I will run home and get 
some of my friends to help.” So he ran home 
as fast as he could and soon brought six or seven 
other rabbits. They had a long rope with them. 
They tied it to one of Dr. Tortoise’s hind feet. 
Then they went over the other side, and while 
four of them pulled at the rope the other two 
lifted. 


At first the rope slipped, but by and by they 
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7} 
fixed it right and over he came again, right side 
up. My, how good it felt! 

At the edge of the water he bade good-bye to 
Mr. Rabbit and plunged in. When he got to the 
palace he hurried to the King. 

“Did you find it?” asked the King, eagerly. 

“Yes, indeed, I found the very thing to give 


? 


“You did? Good! What was it?” 

Pears,” 

“Pearls!” said the King. “Why, pearls are 
nothing. I can’t give him just pearls.” 

“Wait a minute,” cried Dr. Tortoise. ‘“We 
have so many pearls down here that we do not 
value them much but up there a single necklace 
of them would be worth a fortune. If you should 
give him a single handful he would be a rich 
man.” 

“Well, of all things!” exclaimed the King. 
“How strange! But I can see how that would 
be. We will send him some right away.” He 
called the Princess and they talked it all over. 

It did not take long to get a box of pearls ready. 
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The King tied them up into a package and sent 
Dr. Tortoise right back with them. 

It was the middle of the night when Dr. Tor- 
toise got to Mr. Rabbit’s house. It was all dark 
and still. He rapped and rapped but nobody 
came. He rapped harder and harder. At last 
old Mr. Rabbit opened the window above and 
stuck his head out. 

“‘Who’s there?” he called. 

“Tt’s Dr. Tortoise and I have brought some- 
thing for your son. Please tell him to come down 
and open the door.” It was too dark to see much 
and old Mr. Rabbit was suspicious. 

“OQ, no, Renny Fox, I know you. You want 
him to open the door so that you can catch him 
and eat him up.” 

“But I’m not Renny Fox. I am Dr. Tor- 
toise and you must let me in. I have brought a 
present from the Sea-King for your son.” Old 
Mr. Rabbit brought a light and held it out the 
window and looked down. 

“I declare, it is Dr. Tortoise, as sure as you 
live! Excuse me, Sir, but we have to be very 
careful. I will be right down.” 
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By this time everyone in the house was awake 
and they all came hurrying out of their rooms 
in their pajamas to find out what it was all about. 
Old Mr. Rabbit went down and opened the door 
and asked Dr. Tortoise to come in. He did so 
and when he saw young Mr. Rabbit he held out 
that package to him. 

“From His Majesty, The King of All the 
Fishes,” he said. 

Mr. Rabbit opened the package and there he 
found a bunch of pearls, as many as you could 
get into a coffee cup! 

“Oo-o0-00!” squealed all the Rabbit family. 
“How wonderful! How beautiful!” 

“They are much too good for me,” said Mr. 
Rabbit, “but I accept them with many thanks. 
Tell the King that I shall never forget his kind- 
ness.” 

The next day old Mr. Rabbit and old Mrs. 
Rabbit and young Mr. Rabbit and all the rest of 
the family went to town and sold the pearls for 
a lot of money and they were no longer poor, but 
rich. And that is the end of the story. 
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“T would like to have seen Dr. Tortoise catch 
that Renny Fox by the tail,” said one of the 
boys. 

“So would I,” said another. 

“Tt’s funny,” said Soktary, “that all the pearls 
are hidden down in the sea where it is so hard to 
get them.’ Omjee laughed. 

“Tf it were easy to get them and anybody could 
pick them up anywhere, no one would care for 
them. It is just because they are so hard to get 
that they are valuable.” 

“That’s so, too,” said Soktary. “I never 
thought of that. ‘The best things are always the 
hardest to get.” 

“Not always,” answered Omjee. ‘‘What do 
you think is the best thing in the world?” 

“Money, I suppose.” 

“O, no, no, you are wrong. ‘There is some- 
thing much better than that.” 

“What is it?” 


“Friendship,” said Omjee. Soktary thought a 
minute. 


“Well, I guess you are right. If aman had a 
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lot of money and still had no friends he wouldn’t 
have a very good time.” 

“But if a man had a lot of money,” said one 
of the other boys, ‘“‘he would surely have friends.” 

“Perhaps so,” said Omjee. “But if they were 
the right kind of friends he would have them 
even if he did not have any money.” 

“T shouldn’t wonder,” answered the boy. 

“Now listen,” said Omjee, “if the best things 
are the hardest to get and if friendship is better 
than pearls, then it ought to be harder to get 
friends than pearls. Isn’t that so?” 

“Tt looks like it,”’ said Soktary. 

“But it is not so,” replied Omjee. ‘See how 
easily I made friends with you boys. You used 
to abuse me but now in a few days’ time you are 
all my friends and it all came just through my 
telling you some silly stories. No, I think the 
best things are easy to get.” 
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HOW RONNY RABBIT SAVED BROONY 
BEAR 


ELL, what will it be this time?” asked 
Omjee, the next time the boys went to see 
him. 

“Anything you like,” they answered. 

“T think I had better tell you how Ronny Rab- 
bit saved Broony Bear. I don’t think you ever 
heard about that.” 

“No, indeed. But how could a little rabbit 
save a big bear?” 

“Tt doesn’t seem likely, does it? But it’s true.” 


You must know that Ronny Rabbit and Broony 
Bear were great friends. Whenever they met 
they would tell each other where to find nice 
things to eat. Bears are very fond of berries but 
the thing they love best of all is honey. When- 
ever Ronny Rabbit found where there were lots 
of berries he would always tell his friend, or if 
he found a hive of bees among the rocks he would 
be sure to hunt up Broony Bear and tell him 
about it. 
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RONNY RABBIT AND BROONY BEAR 77 


Now Renny Fox and Broony Bear did not like 
each other at all, and Renny was all the time 
trying to think up some way to make trouble for 
Broony. But Broony was so big and strong 
that it was hard to find any way to hurt him. 
At last, however, Renny thought of a very clever 
plan and determined to try it right away. 

He hunted about in the woods till he found 
just the tree he wanted. It was a big oak tree 
with a small hole in its side about five feet from 
the ground. Here, he said, was the place to fix 
old Broony Bear. 

He went at night and stole a long rope from one 
of the yards in the village and brought it to the 
tree. The next morning he met young Chippy 
Squirrel hunting for nuts. 

“Hullo, Chippy,” he said, “I know where you 
can find lots and lots of nuts.” 

“Ts that sor Please tell me.” 

“T will if you will help me first. You see I 
have a long rope here to make a swing, but I 
cannot climb the tree. If you will help me hang 
the rope I will tell you where to find the nuts.” 
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Chippy was quite willing to do this. He took 
the end of the rope in his mouth and ran up the 
tree and threw the rope over a limb. So now 
both ends of the rope were near the ground. 
Renny told him where the nuts could be found 
and he ran away to get them. 

The next thing Renny did was to find a big 
rough stone. He rolled it to the tree and tied one 
end of the rope around it tight. ‘Then he pulled 
on the other end of the rope and it lifted the stone 
so that it hung right near the tree and covered the 
hole in the tree. 

But this was only the beginning. The hardest 
thing was yet to come. He must find some honey. 
He went and hunted among the rocks day after 
day until at last he saw where some bees were 
going into a hole and coming out. Then he 
knew that he had found a bee hive. 

Just at this time Ronny Rabbit came hopping 
along and saw Renny pawing at the rocks and 
trying to dig something out. Bees were buzzing 


about his head and trying to sting him, but Renny 
never stopped. 
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“T wonder what that Renny Fox can be doing,” 
said Ronny Rabbit to himself. “I think I had 
better wait and watch him.” So he hid in a 
clump of grass and watched. 

It did not take Renny long to reach the honey. 
When he had found it he went and brought a big 
leaf and scraped some of the honey on it. Then 
he picked up the leaf and ran away. Of course 
Ronny Rabbit followed him. 

“Honey!” said Ronny Rabbit to himself. “TI 
wonder what in the world he wants with honey. 
Foxes don’t eat honey.” 

When Renny Fox came to the tree he put some 
of the honey on the ground and rubbed some on 
the tree. Then he put the rest of the honey into 
the hole in the tree. You will remember that the 
big stone hung right against the hole, so he had 
to push the stone away with his nose in order 
to get the honey into the hole. 

When it was all finished Renny Fox licked all 
the honey off his paws and then hid in a bush near 
by. 

“That is the funniest thing I ever saw in my 
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life,” said Ronny Rabbit. “I don’t like it. I 
am going to wait and see what happens. Renny 
Fox means mischief.” So he hid in another bush 
and watched. 

Old Broony Bear was miles away but the wind 
carried the smell of the honey to him. My! but 
it smelt good. He must find it. So he hurried 
through the woods, following the smell of the 
honey. 

It did not take long to get there. He circled 
round and round the tree with his nose in the air 
till he found the honey on the ground. It was 
queer to find honey on the ground, but Broony 
Bear did not care so long as it was real honey. 
He licked it all up and then found that there was 
some more on the side of the tree. He licked it 
up and up till he came to the stone. He pushed 
this aside with his nose and then stuck his nose 
far into the hole, clear up to his eyes. 

But the big stone kept jogging against his 
head and he did not like it. So he drew back and 
struck the stone a hard blow with his paw and 
stuck his nose back into the hole without seeing 
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what the stone would do. Of course the stone 
swung far out and then came back and banged 
him on the head. It knocked him over and he 
went rolling on the ground. 

He sat up and rubbed his poor bruised head 
with his paws and then looked all about to see 
what had struck him. He could see nothing at all. 

“My goodness, what was that?” he said to 
himself. His head was very, very sore. He 
rubbed and rubbed it with his paws until he felt 
better. Then he thought of the honey again. 
He started for the tree once more. Ronny Rab- 
bit looked and saw Renny Fox behind the bush 
laughing as hard as he could laugh. Broony 
Bear came back to the tree, stood up on his hind 
feet and got his nose in the hole again. But the 
stone made him very angry and he hit it again, 
harder than before. It came back and whacked 
him on the head again and gave him such a ter- 
rible thump that it almost broke his head. He 
was awfully angry by this time. 

He looked up and saw the stone swinging a 
little and he rushed for it. 
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“T know now, and I will fix you,” he cried. 
He hit the stone time and again and every time 
he hit it the stone came back and knocked him 
over. His head was all bloody and one of his 
teeth was knocked out. Then Ronny Rabbit saw 
it all. Renny Fox was trying to make Broony 
Bear kill himself! 


“Stop, Broony, stop!” he screamed, and rushed 
out to the bear. “Don’t you see that the stone 
will kill you?” Broony looked around at Ronny 
Rabbit. 

“What do you mean?” he growled. “I'll fix 


that old stone. Just watch me.”’ He was about 
to rush at it again but Ronny Rabbit got in front 
of him. 

“Stop!” he said. “TI will show you.” Then 
he told Broony Bear all that he had seen, how 
Renny Fox had brought the honey and put it in 
the hole on purpose to make trouble for Broony 
Bear. 

“Look! There he goes now,” said Ronny, 
pointing through the trees. Sure enough there 
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was Renny Fox sneaking away as fast as he 
could go. 

“Dear me, that was a close shave,” said Broony. 
“Tf I had fought that stone much longer, I would 
have been a dead bear.” 

Ronny Rabbit led him away to the brook and 
helped him wash the blood from his face and 
paws. 

“Now you can have the honey anyway,” said 
Ronny. 

“No, thank you. I don’t want to fool with 
that stone any more,” said Broony Bear. 

“Ves, yes, come along,” said Ronny. “I will 
hold back the stone while you eat the honey.” 

So Broony Bear got the honey after all. 
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HOW CLAWSY TIGER MADE A MISTAKE 


ON" of the most dangerous animals, said 

Omjee to the boys one day, is old Clawsy 
Tiger. All the other animals were dreadfully 
afraid of him. When he was real hungry he 
would catch and eat even his best friend. He just 
leaps out of the bushes and grabs you by the neck. 
One crunch of his jaws and all is over. 

Clawsy Tiger and Renny Fox had always been 
pretty good friends but Renny was always afraid 
that Clawsy would forget that they were friends 
and would eat him up. 

One day as Renny was creeping through the 
woods wery quietly, trying to find something to 
eat, he saw Clawsy Tiger lying behind a bush 
beside the path, waiting for something to come 
along that he could catch. He was listening so 
hard that he even heard the footsteps of Renny 
Fox behind him, 

He turned his head and glared at Renny with 
his great, cruel, yellow eyes as much as to say, 


“What are you doing here? I can’t catch any- 
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thing if you come along and scare everything 
away.” Renny was badly frightened, for he knew 
how dangerous it was to make Clawsy Tiger 
angry. He just stood and trembled. 

“Look here,” growled Clawsy. ‘You have 
come here and bothered me when I was waiting 
to get something to eat. O, I am frightfully 
hungry and you are to blame. So I am going 
to eat you instead. 

“Oh, Mr. Tiger,” wailed Renny. ‘You 
wouldn’t eat me, would you? I am your friend, 
your good friend.” 

“Friend or not, I must have something to eat 
this minute, so you might as well get ready to 
die.” 

Renny Fox knew that there was no help for 
him unless he could think of some good plan in 
half a minute. But you know that Renny was 
very clever and in a moment he thought what to 
do. } 

“T don’t believe that you would dare eat me,” he 
said boldly. Clawsy Tiger was so surprised to 
hear such words from little Renny Fox that he 
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forgot how hungry he was. What could Renny 
be thinking of to make such a foolish boast? 
Clawsy knew that Renny Fox could not get away 
from him so he thought he would wait a few 
minutes before eating his friend and find out 
why Renny had said such a foolish thing. 

“Dare to eat you!” he growled. ‘And why in 
the world shouldn’t I dare eat you?” 

“Because, although I am a small animal, I am 
a very dangerous one. I can do things that you 
never could guess. All the other animals know 
about it and they dare not touch me even with 
their little-finger claws.” This made Clawsy 
Tiger laugh. 

“Afraid of you? Think of anybody being 
afraid of a little thing like you. It makes me 
laugh.” Renny pretended to be angry because 
Clawsy laughed at him. He stamped his foot. 

“Oh!” he exclaimed impatiently, “I do wish 
these tigers would have some sense. You say 
the animals are not afraid of me? I will show 
you and then you will believe.” 

Clawsy Tiger knew that all the animals called 
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Renny Fox very, very clever, and he thought it 
would be good fun to show that it was not so. 
When he had eaten Renny up he would go and 
tell the animals how silly the fox had been. 

“Allright. Show me,” said Clawsy, laughing. 

“Now don’t you laugh,” said Renny. “T’ll 
show you that it is a dangerous thing to laugh 
at me. None of the oher animals would dare 
do it, but I will excuse you this time because you 
don’t know any better.” 

“What talk!” said Clawsy. 

“Now I will show you,” said Renny. “Let us 
go down this path through the woods. I will 
walk right in front of you and you can catch me 
any time you wish. When we get to the other 
end of the woods you may eat me up if you want 
to, but I know you will not dare to do it.” 

“a-ha, Ho-ho!” laughed Clawsy. “You 
must be crazy. Go along and when we get to the 
end of the woods I will eat you tail and all.” 

So they went down through the woods, Clawsy 
following right behind Renny Fox. They had 
not gone far before they met a deer with long 
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sharp horns. He was eating leaves from a branch 
of a tree. He looked up and saw who was com- 
ing. He gave a loud snort and leaped away 
through the trees as fast as he could go. Renny 
looked over his shoulder at Clawsy. 

“There! Didn’t I tell you? The minute he 
saw me he was scared almost to death and ran 
away like mad.” 

“Well, I declare,” said Clawsy, “he did, sure 
enough. But he was only a deer.” 

“Wait and see more,” said Renny. Pretty soon 
they came upon a big black bear eating berries 
from a bush. Broony Bear looked up, gave a 
great ‘‘Woof” and ran away just as fast as his 
legs would carry him. 

“Aha!” cried Renny. “See how big Broony 
Bear runs as soon as he sees me coming along. I 
tell you!” Clawsy Tiger stood still and stared 
at Renny Fox. 

“Well, of all things! I never would have 
believed it. What makes them so afraid of you?” 

“T never told anyone and I never will,” said 
Renny, “‘but it’s so.” 
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“T wonder,” said Clawsy seriously. 

“Come along. We’re not done yet,” said 
Renny. So they went on through the woods. 
By and by they came to a place where a huge 
wild boar was rooting in the ground for nuts. 
He was so busy that he never heard the others 
coming. Next to the tiger the wild boar is the 
most dangerous of all animals and now Renny 
Fox was going to prove what he had said. 

When they goot right close to old Tusky Boar, 
Renny gave a sharp bark. Tusky looked up 
suddenly. ‘Then he turned and rushed away 
through the woods trampling down the bushes 
and tearing through the brambles as if the goblins 
were after him. 

“Well, what do you think now?” asked Renny 
Fox, turning to Clawsy. 

“Think?” said the tiger, “I think that I had 
better leave you alone. ‘That’s what I think.” 
And without another word he bounded away 
through the woods without looking back once. 
Renny Fox lay down in the path and laughed 
and laughed till his sides ached. 
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Some days later all the animals met to talk 
over how they could make themselves safer from 
the hunters. They were all there, Mr. Rabbit, 
Renny Fox, Broony Bear, Tusky Boar, Clawsy 
Tiger, Dr. Tortoise and all the rest. 

After they were through talking, Clawsy Tiger 
turned to Dr. Tortoise and asked, “Tell me why 
it is that all the animals are so dreadfully afraid 
of Renny Fox. I never knew it before?” 

“What do you mean?” said Dr. Tortoise. 
“No one is afraid of him.” 

“Yes, they are, too. I went down through the 
woods with him the other day. I was right be- 
hind him where I could watch everything. We 
met a deer and it ran away like lightning. We met 
Broony Bear and he ran. Then we met Tusky 
Boar and the minute he caught sight of Renny 
Fox he gave a great grunt and scampered as fast 
as he could go.” 

All the animals were listening and when Clawsy 
had finished they all began to laugh and laugh 
and laugh as if they would die. They rolled on 
the ground, they grabbed each other and danced 
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about with glee. Dr. Tortoise only sat still and 
smiled. He could not roll over nor could he 
dance, but he enjoyed the joke as much as any 
of them. Clawsy Tiger was utterly astonished 
to hear them laugh so. 

“T don’t see what there is to laugh at,” he said 
crossly. 

““Weren’t you right behind Renny Fox all the 
time?” asked Dr. Tortoise, smiling. 

“Of course I was. That’s how I know. I 
saw everything with my own eyes.” That made 
the animals laugh all the harder. 

“You foolish thing!” said Dr. Tortoise. ‘‘It 
was you they were afraid of all the time, and not 
Renny Fox.” Then the animals all simply 
screamed with laughter at old Clawsy Tiger who 
had been so nicely fooled. Clawsy saw it then. 
He was so ashamed that he tucked his tail between 
his legs and slunk away through the trees to hide 
himself. 
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HOW TUSKY BOAR WAS KILLED 


Hs DREDS of years ago, said Omjee, it was 

said among the animals that if any one of 
them should drink of water that had been in a 
human skull for twenty years, he would be able 
to turn into any form of beast or man that he 
might wish. 

One of the fiercest of animals was the wild 
boar. He was called Tusky because of the two 
long tusks that stuck up out of his face on either 
side of his mouth. He was more feared than the 
bear or the tiger because he had such a bad tem- 
per. When he got angry he would tear anything 
to pieces with those dreadful tusks. 

Old Tusky Boar believed the story and was 
always trying to find a man’s skull to see if there 
was any water in it. For-a long time he was 
unable to do so but he did not stop hunting for 
it. At last he succeeded in finding one and he 
drank the water eagerly. At first it made him 


feel queer, as if he had drunk a tot of wine. 
92 
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Then he knew that he could change into any other 
shape that he wished. 

“I want to become a snake!” he said, and in 
the wink of an eye he became a snake. He 
crawled about a few minutes and decided that he 
did not like it very well. So he changed back 
into a wild boar. He tried many other forms, 
an eagle, a fox, a fish, a grasshopper. It was 
a lot of fun, but each time he tired of it and be- 
came a boar again. 

He was very proud of his ability to change like 
this and he used to boast about it to the other 
animals. ‘They would dare him to do it so that 
they could see, but he always refused; for if he 
should change into some animal smaller than a 
boar they might jump on him and kill him before 
he could turn back. He knew they did not like 
him and would be glad of a chance to do this. 

One day all the animals had a meeting to talk 
things over and find some way to make them safe 
from the hunters who were always shooting at 
them. Tusky Boar was there, and Broony Bear 
and Renny Fox and all the rest—even Mr. Rabbit. 
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They talked a long time and tried to think of 
some way to get rid of the hunters, but no one 
could think of anything. 

“T’ll tell you,” said Tusky Boar. “You know 
that I can turn into anything I wish. I will 
turn into a man and go down to the town and 
find out what men are talking about and perhaps 
I can find some way to make them stop hunting 
us.” They all looked at each other in surprise. 
He surely would not dare to do that! 

Now Renny Fox was a very wise animal. He 
had learned many things that other animals did 
not know. His grandfather had told him all 
about drinking water from a man’s skull and had 
warned him never to do it. He said it would 
surely get him into trouble. Renny Fox hated 
Tusky Boar and would like above all things to 
see Tusky killed. So he spoke up. 

“Good! That is just the thing to do.” 

Mr. Rabbit also knew something about it. 
His grandfather had told him too. He knew it 
would be very dangerous. He didn’t like Tusky 
Boar any better than Renny Fox did, but he did 
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not want to see him go into such danger as that. 
So he spoke also. 

“Don’t do it, Tusky, or you will surely get 
into trouble.” 

“Pshaw!” said Tusky. “I’m not afraid.” 

“But you mustn’t do it,” urged Mr. Rabbit. 
“You do not know, perhaps, that if you should 
turn into a man and then a dog should see your 
face you would have to turn right back into a 
wild boar again. You couldn’t help yourself.” 

“T don’t believe it,” said Tusky angrily. “I’m 
going to try it.” 
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“Very well. Suit yourself,’ said Mr. Rabbit. 
“But if you get into trouble remember that I 


9? 


warned you.” Tusky Boar simply laughed. 
Mr. Rabbit did not tell them that he, too, had 
drunk the skull-water and could change as well 
as the wild boar could. He determined to watch 
Tusky Boar. 

That very night Tusky went down to the edge 
of the town and looked about. } 

“What fun it would be!” he said to himself. 
“T will turn myself into a handsome young man. 
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I will have a blue silk coat, white pants and a 
black hat and shoes. I will have plenty of money 
in my pouch. I will go and introduce myself to 
the Governor and have a good time.” ‘The min- 
ute he said this he began to change. His black 
hair fell off and he had the face of a young man. 
His body was clothed in silk. He stood up on 
his hind feet and found that he could walk. 

He was very, very proud. He did not know 
that Mr. Rabbit was watching him all the time. 
He started down into the town. It only took 
a moment for Mr. Rabbit to become a young man, 
too. He followed Tusky Boar. He only had a 
white cotton coat on and nobody noticed him, 
but everyone stared at Tusky. They had never 
seen such a handsome young man nor such beau- 
tiful clothes as he wore. 

Tusky went right to the Governor’s house and 
asked to see the Governor. The servants all 
thought this must be some friend of the Govy- 
ernor’s and so they let him in. He came into the 
Governor’s room and bowed very low. 


“Tam Kim Pil-soon, the son of your old friend 
Kim, in Seoul.” 
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“Well, well,” cried the Governor, ‘I’m awfully | 
glad to see you. Come here and sit down beside 
me. JI am so glad you have come. You must 
stay here and visit with me for a week.” 

Of course Mr. Rabbit did not dare go into 
the Governor’s house, so he went to a small hotel 
a little way down the street. 

The Governor was so pleased with the young 
man, Tusky, that he would scarcely let him out 
of his sight. He had never seen such a fine fel- 
low. Before the week had passed he had deter- 
mined to have Tusky for his son-in-law. 

“My dear young man,” he said, “I have no 
son but I have a daughter who is said to be very 
beautiful. If you will marry her and become my 
son you shall have all my wealth and when I 
pass away you can become Governor. What do 
you say?” 

Tusky thought for a minute. Why not do it? 
It would be much nicer than being a wild boar 
and have people hunt you. 

“Tl do it,’ he cried, ‘‘and I am very much 
obliged to you.” It was not long before Mr. 
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Rabbit heard the news. He was terribly dis- 
tressed. He knew that sooner or later Tusky 
would be found out and then he would be chased 
away or killed and the Governor’s daughter would 
die of shame. This must be stopped in some way. 

The longer he thought about it the harder it 
seemed. He could not think of any way to stop 
it. At last he decided to go to some friend of the 
Governor’s and ask his advice. So he asked the 
inn-keeper and learned the name of an old man 
who knew the Governor very well. He went to 
his house and asked to see him. 

“You do not know who I am,” said Mr. Rab- 
bit, ‘and I do not care to tell my name, but 
something terrible will happen to the Governor’s 
daughter unless you do something about it.” 

“What do you mean? What is it?” asked 
the old man anxiously. 

Then Mr. Rabbit told him all about it, told 
him that Tusky was really a wild boar that had 
taken the shape of a man and that if he should 


marry the Governor’s daughter nothing but evil 
could come. 
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“Of course not,” said the old man. “But if I 
should go and tell the Governor he would say I 
was crazy.” 

“But you don’t need to tell him. All you need 
to do is to have some dogs see Tusky’s face. 
Then he will have to change back into a wild 
boar.” ‘The old man hesitated a long time but 
at last he saw that it must be done. He called 
his servants. 

“Go and buy ten pounds of beef,” he ordered. 
They hurried away. In less than ten minutes 
they were back with the meat. The old man had 
them cut it up into small pieces. Then he took 
the meat and went down the street throwing pieces 
of the meat to the dogs. Pretty soon he had a 
hundred of them at his heels. 

He hurried to the home of the Governor. The 
servants tried to stop him but he pushed right 
in, the dogs behind him. 

Tusky heard them coming and he was terribly 
scared. He remembered what Mr. Rabbit had 
said. But it was too late now. He ran to a 
corner of the room and crouched there hiding his 
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face with his sleeve. The dogs came nearer and 
nearer. The door burst open. 

“Where is that son-in-law of yours?” he 
shouted. The Governor simply did not know 
what to do. 

“No, no. Take him away!” screamed Tusky. 
“Take the dogs away!” The old man saw him 
crouching in the corner. He ran to him and 
seized him by the arm and dragged him out into 
the yard. The dogs saw his face. Instantly 
Tusky’s face began to grow black. Bristly hair 
grew all over it. Twolong tusks appeared. His 


clothes split and there he stood, a snarling wild 
boar! 

The dogs leaped upon him and tore him to 
pieces. Mr. Rabbit had been watching all this 
from the gate. He ran away as fast as he could 
to the woods and told his friends what had hap- 
pened. That was the end of Tusky Boar. 
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HOW RENNY FOX FINISHED 
CLAWSY TIGER 


ENNY FOX knew, of course, that he would 


never be forgiven for making all the animals 


laugh at Clawsy Tiger. The only way to be 


safe was to get Mr. Tiger out of the way forever. 
All the other animals would be glad, for they 
were all afraid of Clawsy. 

So Renny Fox got ten or fifteen of the animals 
together and told them of a plan that he had made 
to get rid of their enemy forever. They all lis- 
tened eagerly and when they found that the plan 
was not dangerous for them they all promised to 
help. They talked it all over and Renny told 
each one of them just where to go and what to 

do. 

Renny Fox went all alone up through the woods 
till he came to the den where Clawsy Tiger lived. 
He did not go very near but stopped a little way 
from the mouth of the den and called. 

“Are you there in your den, Clawsy?” The 
tiger had been asleep but Renny’s voice woke him 


up and he stuck his head out of the den. 
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“What do you want, you miserable little Renny 
Fox. If I catch you I will eat you in one mouth- 
ful. I haven’t forgotten how you made all the 
animals laugh at me. I know your tricks and 
you will never fool me again.” 

“Oh, Mr. Clawsy Tiger,” cried Renny, pre- 
tended to be very much afraid, ‘‘I am so sorry that 
I ever did that. I have been thinking about it 
a long time and I have come to tell you how 
ashamed I am for having made them laugh.” 

“T should think you had better be,” growled 
Clawsy. “You'll be sorrier still if I ever get my 
claws into you. Remember that.” 

“Oh, no, don’t talk like that, Clawsy. I have 
come to make friends with you again. I can 
tell you where you can catch a fine deer down in 
the woods.” 

When Clawsy Tiger heard the word deer he 
pricked up his ears. The very thought of deer 
made his mouth water. O, if he only could get 
one of them how glad he would be. 

“Deer?” he said, “where are they?” 

“Come and I will show you. It is pretty hard 
to catch them now in the Winter time when all 
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the leaves are off the trees, for they can see you 
a long way off. But I think I can fix it so that 
you will not have much trouble in catching one.” 

“All right,” said Clawsy, “but don’t you try to 
fool me again or I shall certainly kill you.” So 
they went together down through the woods till 
they came to a little pond. It was not much 
bigger than a large room in a house. 

“Flere is the very place,” said Renny Fox. “My 
plan is this; you must lie right down on the ice 
on this pond. I will pile brushwood all about 
you so that no one can see you. Then I will 
go and drive the deer this way. When they get 
close to you, jump out and catch one.” 

“Fine!” said Clawsy ‘Tiger. ‘The ice is 
awfully cold but I have thick fur and I can lie 
there an hour without catching cold.” 

“No, I don’t think you will be cold,” said 
Renny, and he laughed to himself. Clawsy Tiger 
lay down flat on the ice with his paws spread 
out. Renny went and brought lots and lots of 
brush-wood that the other animals had helped 
him gather. He piled it all about Clawsy till 


Na 


104 OMJEE THE WIZARD 


it made a high wall all about him. He was hid- 
den so well that no one would suspect he was 
there. 

“Now lie perfectly still until you hear the deer 
coming. Don’t stir or make a bit of noise or 
they will be frightened away. You had better 
close your eyes, too. Your eyes are very fierce 
and a deer might see them gleaming through the 
brush-wood a long ways off.” 

“All right,” said Clawsy, ‘I will do just as 
yousay. Buthurry up. This ice is getting cold.” 

Renny Fox ran away to where the other animals 
were waiting. ‘They were hiding in a bunch of 
trees the other side of the hill. They had built 
a fire to keep warm by. 

“Everything is ready now,” he cried. “All 
we have got to do it be brave and carry out the 
rest of the plan. Then we will never have to be 
afraid of Clawsy Tiger again. 

Each of them took a burning stick from the 
fire and started for the place where Clawsy Tiger 
was lying. They crept nearer and nearer. Clawsy 
Tiger smelled the smoke but he supposed that 
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Renny Fox had set fire to the woods to drive the 
deer his way. A moment more and the animals 
had set fire to the brush-wood all around him. 
He heard the crackling of the flames and opened 
his eyes. There the animals stood all about him 
and the brush-wood was flaming on every side. 
He guessed what had happened. 

He started to make one big leap over the brush- 
wood and tear the animals to pieces, but he 
couldn’t move an inch. His hair was frozen fast 
to the ice. He couldn’t even lift one paw. 

“Here, what do you mean?” he screamed. ‘‘Put 
the fire out, quick! I shall be all burned up.” 
Renny Fox laughed. 

“T told you, didn’t I, that you would not be 
too cold. The ice will melt pretty soon. Good- 
bye.” The animals all ran away but old Clawsy 
Tiger burned up. 


HOW RENNY FOX CAME TO GRIEF 


] HAVE told you, said Omjee to the boys one 

day, how Renny Fox was always trying to 
catch Mr. Rabbit. Wherever Mr. Rabbit went 
he had to keep watching on every side for fear 
of being caught. Renny Fox might pounce out 
upon him at any moment and carry him away. 
One day Dr. Tortoise came to visit. He and Mr. 
Rabbit had a long talk together. 

“My, but I wish I had a thick shell like 
yours,” said Mr. Rabbit. 

“Why is that?” asked the doctor. “If you had 
a shell like mine you could not run about and 
play the way you do now.” 

“T don’t care. It would be better than having 
to keep out of Renny Fox’s way all the time. I 
simply can’t stand it.” 

“Tsn’t there some way you can scare him 
so that he will leave you alone?” 

“T never thought of that, but I don’t see how 
I could. He is such a clever fellow that it would 
be very hard to fool him.” 
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“Now, let me see,” said Dr. Tortoise. ‘What 
is there that Renny Fox is very very fond of 2” 

“His tail, of course. Every fox thinks of that 
first. They are proud of their tails and they 
boast of them all the time.’ 

“Well then, what if Renny Fox should lose his 
tail?” 

“Lose it!” cried Mr. Rabbit. “Why, he would 
never dare show his face again. He would go 
off and die of shame somewhere.” 

“Hm-hm!” said Dr. Tortoise, nodding his 
head. ‘That’s the thing to do.” 

“But how?” asked Mr. Rabbit, very much 
excited. 

“Leave ittome. I will finda way. I must go 
home now but I will be back in the morning. 
Meanwhile I will think up a plan.” 

Mr. Rabbit could hardly wait till Dr. Tortoise 
came back the next day. He was waiting for 
him beside the river. 

“Have you thought how we can do itr” he 


asked. 
“Ves, I have a plan, but I do not know whether 
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it will work or not. It is worth trying anyway.” 

“Good! What is it?” 

“First tell me what Renny Fox likes to eat the 
best of anything.” 

“Chickens, to be sure.” 

“Can you get a chicken to help us?” 

“T think so.” 

“Even if it is dangerous?” 

“Ves. You see that chickens hate foxes even 
worse than we rabbits do and they would be very 
glad to see Renny Fox get into trouble.” 

“Very well. Go and bring the very bravest 
chicken that you can find.” It didn’t take Mr. 
Rabbit long. He knew one that lived right in the 
yard next to his own. The three of them, rabbit, 
tortoise and chicken, then had a long talk together 
and planned out just what each one of them would 
do. 

Mr. Rabbit went home and found a big dry- 
goods box. He took a saw and cut in the edge 
of the box a little door just large enough for a 
fox to crawl through. Dr. Tortoise lay right 
down beside the box and Mr. Rabbit tipped it 
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right over on to Dr. Tortoise’s back and held it 
steady while Dr. Tortoise carried it down the path 
toward the river where they knew that Renny Fox 
often came. The chicken came with them. 

They set the box down bottom side-up, so the 
little door was right near the ground. It was like 
a little house. Mrs. Chicken went in the door. 
She was certainly a very brave chicken. But she 
was willing to do it if she could only help to get 
rid of Renny Fox. 

Mr. Rabbit had a big sharp knife stuck in his 
belt. He hid in a clump of bushes right beside 
the box. Dr. Tortoise did not hide but lay in 
the path in plain sight a little way from the box. 

By and by, about four o’clock, along came 
Renny Fox in search of something to eat. When 
he saw Dr. Tortoise in the path he jumped aside 
very nimbly. He was just going to run away 
when he smelled chicken. He knew very well 
that slow old Dr. Tortoise could not hurt him 
and so he stayed to find out where that nice 
chicken smell came from. 

“How do you do?” called Dr. Tortoise. “How 
is your tail today?” and then he laughed. 
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“Vou old rascal!” said Renny angrily. “You 
bit it the other day, but I got away all right.” 

“Ves, I know you did, and I have come here 
today to have a little talk with you. Sit down a 
minute.” Renny looked all about to see if there 
was any danger and then sat down. 

“What do you want with me?” he asked crossly. 

“Mr. Rabbit is my good friend,” said Dr. Tor- 
toise, ‘‘and I am sorry that you are always try- 
ing to catch him.” Renny Fox laughed out loud 
at this. 

“Of course I catch rabbits. They are just 
splendid to eat.” 

“T suppose you like them better than anything 
else in the world.” 

“Well—no,” answered Renny. “I like chick- 
ens better, but they live close to people’s houses 
and are locked up at night; so they are very hard 
and very dangerous to catch.” 

“T know where you could get one right now,” 
said Dr. Tortoise. 

“You do?” asked Renny eagerly. “I thought 
I smelled one. Please tell me where it is. I am 
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terribly hungry and would give anything to get 
a chicken.” 

Dr. Tortoise shook his head as if he were in 
doubt. 

“T am not sure I had better tell you.” 

“Oh, do!” pleaded Renny. “I will promise 
anything you wish if you will only tell me.” 

“Will you promise not to bother Mr. Rabbit 
any more?” Renny Fox smiled slyly to himself. 
It was very easy to promise. 

“Yes. Yes. I promise,” he said. 

“Well then, I will show you. But you must 
promise to give me the tail feathers. You do 
not want to eat those, and I need them badly.” 

“Ves, yes, you can have them. Quick! I 
can’t wait.” 

“T should not have asked you,” said Dr. Tor- 
toise, “but the door is so small that I can’t get 
in. Remember that I am to have the tail feath- 
ers.” Then he led Renny Fox aside and showed 
him the box. Renny looked at it sharply, he 
smelled of it, he went all around it. 

“T never saw a chicken house here before. How 
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did it come here? Are you sure it is a chicken 
house and not a trap?” 

“T will show you,” said Dr. Tortoise. He went 
near the house. 

“Mrs. Chicken, are you there?” he called. 

“Cluck—cluck—cluck,”’ said she. Sure enough, 
it was a chicken! Dr. Tortoise stood just beside 
the door. He turned his head and winked at 
Renny as much as to say “Now is your chance.” 
Renny made a leap for the door and crawled in, 
but before his tail was in Dr. Tortoise seized it 
with his jaws and held on for dear life. Mrs. 
Chicken squawked, Renny Fox yelped, but he 
couldn’t get away. He couldn’t even turn around 
and get out. The door was too small. 

Out jumped Mr. Rabbit from the bush and 
with one sweep of his sharp knife he hacked off 
Renny Fox’s tail. Then he seized it in his mouth 
and ran away like the wind. Renny Fox came 
out like a flash. It hurt like anything where his 
tail had been. He couldn’t believe that his 
precious tail was really gone. He kept turning 
round and round trying to find it. Dr. Tortoise 
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laughed, and laughed and laughed till the tears 
came. 

“O, dear, O, dear, I shall die laughing,” he 
cried. Renny Fox turned on him in a rage. 

“You wicked villain!” he screamed. ‘This is 
all your doing. But I will pay you for it,” and 
he leaped at him. Dr. Tortoise just pulled his 
head inside his shell and all that Renny could 
do was to dull his claws on the hard shell. 

“Gnaw away, brother Fox,” he laughed. 
“Break all your teeth on me if you wish. It 
doesn’t hurt me a bit.” 

Then Renny Fox thought of the chicken and 
said to himself “I will have her anyway.” But 
when he went into the box he found that Mrs. 
Chicken was gone too. 

As poor, tailless Renny Fox sneaked away, he 
heard the laughing voice of Dr. Tortoise behind 
him. 

‘Well, good-bye, Renny Fox, I got the tail- 
feathers anyway.” 

Renny Fox was so ashamed to go home without 
any tail that he hid in the bushes till late at night 
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THE FRIENDLY TOKGABBIES 


I SUPPOSE you have all heard about Tokgab- 
bies,” said Omjee to the buys one day. 

“Of course we have,” said all the boys together. 

Tokgabbies are the Korean fairies. They are 
not like our fairies. They are like little black 
goblins and they like to make mischief all the 
time. Sometimes they are good, however, as the 
story which Omjee told will show. 

There was once a little girl named Soony who 
lived in the country. Her mother was dead and 
her father had married again—a widow who al- 
ready had two daughters about the same age as 
Soony. They were named Noony and Toony and 
they were twins. 

At first Soony was very glad but pretty soon 
she found out that her step-mother thought only 
of her own two daughters. She gave them good 
clothes and nice food while Soony had to get 
along with old ragged clothes and had to eat 
what was left over after the others were all done. 


All the hard work was given to Soony, while 
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the two sisters sat about and did nothing but play. 
Soony bore it all bravely and never complained 
to her father. She thought that soon she could 
make them love her. 

One day they learned that there was to be a 
great picnic and everybody was invited. Noony 
and Toony danced about with glee and clapped 
their hands. Soony, too, was glad. 

“T’ll have to mend that old blue dress of mine 
before I can go,” she said to her sisters. 

“What, you going?” said both the girls. 

“Why, yes. Isn’t everybody invited?” asked 
Soony. The sisters ran to their mother. 

“Have we got to go to the picnic with that 
ragged little Soony? We'd rather not go at all.” 
They were very cross about it. 

“Never mind,” said their mother, “I will see 
that she doesn’t go. Leave it to me.” 

Soony mended her old blue dress and on the 
day of the picnic she was ready to go with the 
others. But about an hour before they were to 
start her step-mother brought out a big pan of 
beans. 
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“You lazy little thing,” she said to Soony. 
“You can’t go a step till you pick these beans 
over.” 

“All those?” gasped Soony. “Why, it would 
take me all day to pick over all those beans.” 

‘Well, you have got to do it before you can go; 
so you might as well make up your mind to it. 
I can’t have any lazy girls about my house.” 
Noony and Toony began to laugh behind their 
hands. They were glad that Soony could not go. 
Soony took off her blue dress and sat down to do 
the beans. She knew she could never get them 
done in time. 

After another warning not to leave till the 
beans were all done her step-mother took her 
own two daughters and started for the picnic. 
Before they had hardly left the house out jumped 
a little black tokgabbie from a crack in the floor. 
Then another and another and another until the 
room seemed full of them. Soony was crying and 
she never saw them till they came crowding about 
her. She looked up and screamed with fear. All 
she had ever heard about tokgabbies was bad. 
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“Don’t cry,” one of them said. “We have come 
to help you do the beans. Pour them out on the 
floor and we will do them in no time.” Soony was 
so surprised that she didn’t know what to say. 
But the little black fellows grabbed the dish and 
spilled the beans out. Then they started to pick 
them over. ‘There were so many of them and 
they made their hands go so fast that in two 
minutes the beans were all done. 

Soony laughed and thanked them. Then she 
put on her best dress and hurried away to the 
picnic. She got there almost as soon as the others 
did. When they saw her coming in, Toony and 
Noony were very angry. They found their 
mother. 

“There is that nasty Soony. She came after 
all. She couldn’t have picked over all those 
beans in this short time.” 

“Of course not,” said their mother angrily. 
“You wait. I will fix her as soon as we get 
home.”” She called Soony to her. ‘“‘When we 
get home, if I find you have not finished all the 
beans I shall give you a sound whipping, there!” 
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“They are all done, mother, every one of them,” 
said Soony laughing. She turned to join the fun 
and she played all day and had a wonderful time. 
She was always trying to make others happy and 
so of course she was happy herself. 

She knew how to start games and how to lead 
in the singing and when the picnic was over every- 
body said that if it had not been for her they 
would not have had nearly so good a time. 

When they got home Noony and Toony were 
tired and fretful and cross. ‘They wanted to see 
Soony whipped. 

“Now where are those beans?” demanded 
Soony’s step-mother. 

‘They are all in the jar and they are all done,” 
she answered. 

Her step-mother poured them out and looked 
them over very carefully but they were just as 
clean as could be. She could not find any fault 
at all. 

“T don’t see how you did it, but they are al 
right, I suppose,” she said crossly. The sisters 
were much disappointed not to see her get a 


whipping. 
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A few months later there was a great boating 
party and all the people were going. Noony and 
Toony were determined that Soony should not 
go this time. All the boys and girls liked to play 
with her better than with them. 

“T’)] fix it this time,” said their mother. “You 
wait and see what I make her do.” So on. the 
morning of the boat party she brought out a great 
big coat from the closet which she was making 
for Soony’s father. 

“Before you go to the party,” she said to Soony, 
“you must sew up all these seams. And if the 
stitches are not very small I shall certainly whip 
you soundly.”? Soony saw that there was no help 
for it, so she sat down sadly and began to sew. 
It would take days and days to finish it. It was 
hard to keep the tears back. 

No sooner had the others gone than out jumped 
the tokgabbies as before, but Soony knew that it 
would do no good this time. She was sure that 
they could not sew at all. They had no more 
clothes than monkeys have. But she was wrong. 
Each of them had a needle, and they set to work, 
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each on a different seam and they made those 
needles fly so fast that in no time the work was all 
done. 

“Now run,” they said, “or the boat will have 
started before you get there. She ran as fast as 
she could and reached the river just in time. 
The boat party was a great success and she had 
a lovely time. She was the life of the party and 
everybody said so. Noony and Toony were very 
angry. No one had praised them. On the way 
home her step-mother was cross as two sticks. 

“Well, I’ve caught you this time, anyway. You 
never did all that sewing I am sure.” But when 
they got home there it was all done and the stitches 
were so small that you could hardly see them. 
It was the best sewing she had ever seen. 

“My, my! I don’t understand this. How in 
the world could you do all that work and so nicely 
too? I’ll have to let you off this time.” So Soony 
didn’t get a whipping after all. 

The next Spring, word came that the Prince and 
all his people were coming to their town to have a 
great archery contest. They were going to shoot 
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arrows at a mark. It would be a wonderful holi- 
day and everyone was going. All the people be- 
gan to get ready for it. They made new dresses 
and bought new shoes and everything. Noony 
and Toony were all dressed up but their mother 
would not make anything for Soony. 

“But how can I go in these old clothes?” she 
asked sadly. 

“Well, if you don’t want to go that way you 
needn’t go at all. I can’t bother to make any 
new clothes for you,” said her step-mother. Toony 
and Noony were pleased at this and walked about 
showing off their fine dresses in order to make 
Soony feel badly. 

“Very well, then I will stay at home. I would 
not let the Prince see me in these old things.” 

But when they had all gone, out hopped the 
tokgabbies again. She was glad to see them but 
she had no silk to make a dress of and so she 
knew they could not help her. 

“Come with us,” they said. They led her out 
into the fields until they found a thick bunch of 
bramble bushes. ‘They were full of prickly 
thorns as long as your finger. 
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“Now jump head-first into that bramble bush 
and see what happens,” one them said. She 
knew she would be torn to pieces but she obeyed. 
She gave a run and jumped straight into the bush. 
A moment later she came out on the other side, 
and what do you think? She was dressed in a 
lovely green silk skirt with a pink silk waist and 
a wonderful yellow hair-ribbon! She was much 
prettier than she had ever been. She could only 
look at herself and wonder. 

Then one of the tokgabbies gave her a bow 
and two long arrows. She had never shot an 
arrow in her life. She didn’t know what to do 
with them. She just stared at the bow and then 
at the laughing tokgabbies. 

“Take them to the shooting match and when 
all the others have shot tell the Prince that you 
want to shoot too. Don’t be afraid. Just put 
the arrow on the bow and shoot the best you can,” 
ene of the tokgabbies said. 

So she hurried away to the archery meeting. 
When she got there she found that the match was 
going on. Each person came up in turn and shot 


124 OMJEE THE WIZARD 


ten arrows. No women ever did this. Only the 
men. Some of them did pretty well, but none of 
them hit the mark in the middle. The Prince 
watched them awhile. Then he stood up. He 
took a beautiful diamond ring from his finger. 
He held it up. 

“Tf anyone will hit the middle of the mark I 
will give him this ring,” he said. Everybody 
cheered and then they tried harder than ever. 
Some came pretty near it but none of them hit 
the middle. Soony saw that this was her time. 
She came forward with her bow and knelt before 
the Prince. She was very beautiful and her 
clothes were lovely. The Prince was very much 
surprised and all the people looked eagerly to 
see what he would do. No woman had ever done 
such a thing before. The Prince looked at her 
and smiled. ; 

‘T don’t see why you should not shoot if you 
want to. The contest is open for everybody. Try 
it if you wish.” Everybody cheered, for they 
all liked Soony. But they all thought she must 
be crazy, for she had never shot an arrow in her 
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Soony jumped head-first into the bramble brush! 
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life. You may be sure that Noony and Toony 
and their mother were looking on in wonder to 
see Soony dressed so much better than them- 
selves. 

Soony took her bow in her left hand, pulled 
out an arrow from her belt, fitted it to the string, 
then shut her eyes and pulled as hard as she 
could. She let go of the string and the arrow 
shot up into the air, up and up and up. She 
looked to see where it went. None of the others 
could see what she saw. A little black tokgabbie 
was shooting through the air right beside the ar- 
row and he had hold of it with one hand. 

The Prince and all the crowd watched it with 
wonder. The arrow went up a long way and then 
turned and came down toward the target. It 
came faster and faster and then struck! Right 
in the middle of the mark. Right in the very 
middle. O, how they cheered! Little Soony 
had beaten them all. Little Soony! 

The Prince was very much excited. He came 
to her and put the ring on her finger before the 
whole crowd. They cheered again. 
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“You are a wonderful child,” said the Prince. 
“T want you to come and be one of the ladies who 
wait upon my wife, the Princess. Will you 
come?” How could anybody refuse such a chance 
as this? She bowed very low and said she would 
be happy to. 

“Then I will send for you tomorrow,” said the 
Prince. 

When they got home you may be sure that no 
one scolded her any more. She was the most im- 
portant person in the town. Her step-mother 
was terribly ashamed that she had treated the 
girl so badly. 

In the morning a great escort of people came 
from the palace to take her away. Before she 
started the two sisters drew her aside. 

“Won’t you please tell us where you got that 
beautiful dress?”? Soony was so happy that she 
could not refuse them. 

“T heard a voice saying that I must run and 
jump into that big bunch of bramble bushes in 
the field. I did it and when I came out the other 
side I was dressed as you saw me. It was won- 
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derful.” Then she went away to the palace. 

Noony and Toony were full of curiosity about 
the bramble bush. They went out and looked it 
all over but they could see nothing wonderful 
about it. 

“But there must be,” said Noony. I believe 
that we could have beautiful clothes as well as 
Soony if we only dared to try it.” Toony didn’t 
like to take the risk but she was as eager to have 
nice clothes as Noony was, and so they determined 
to do it. They took hold of hands and ran and 
jumped head first into the bush. But it didn’t 
do as it did before. It tore them and scratched 
them and pricked them, and by the time they 
got out they looked like a pair of ragamuffins. 
They went home crying but they did not dare to 
tell their mother. She supposed they had been 
quarreling and sent them both to bed. 


THE BROTHERS AND THE BIRDS 


Pee were once two brothers, Hoong-soo 

and Soong-soo. Hoong-soo was the older 
one and he was not a very kind boy. He did not 
care for his brother but always wanted to get 
everything for himself. Soong-soo was very dif- 
ferent. He never could see anyone in trouble 
without wanting to help him. 

When their father died his money was divided 
between the two brothers. Hoong-soo saved all 
his money and never gave a penny to anyone, but 
Soong-soo saw so many people in trouble that 
he could not help doing everything he could for 
them. 

So it happened that before long Hoong-soo 
became very rich while Soong-soo became poorer 
and poorer till he had almost no money left. He 
lived in a poor little hut down by the road, but 
Hoong-soo lived in a beautiful house up on the 
hill. Every time Hoong-soo met his brother on 
the road he would stop and laugh at him. But 
Soong-soo never said a word. He was only sorry 
that Hoong-soo was so selfish and cruel. 
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One morning Soong-soo was sitting in his door- 
way wondering what he could do to get some 
money to keep him from starving. At that mo- 
ment a little bird fell on the ground right in front 
of him. It fluttered about as if it was hurt. 
Soong-soo went and picked it up and found that 
it had a broken wing. The poor bird was badly 
scared and tried to get away. Soong-soo knew 
that if he let the bird go a cat would soon get it. 
So he took it into the house and bound up the 
broken wing with some cloth and string. He then 
fed it some crumbs and made a little bed for it 
to rest in. 

It was not long before the bird became very 
tame and would walk all about the room follow- 
ing Soong-soo. In about two weeks the wing was 
all well again. Soong-soo did not like to lose 
his little friend but he knew that the bird would 
be much happier if it should go free. So one 
morning he untied the wing, opened the door and 
let the bird go. 

At first the bird did not seem to know what to 
do. It looked at Soong-soo and then it looked 
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out doors. At last it hopped to the door, spread 
its wings and flew away. Soong-soo knew that 
he would never see it again. 

But he was wrong. A few days later he was 
sitting there, when he saw the bird come flutter- 
ing down to his door-step. It had a big seed in 
its bill. It looked like a pumpkin seed. The 
bird looked up at him, then laid the seed down on 
the door-sill and flew away. 

“Now that is a very funny thing,” said Soong- 
soo to himself. ‘I wonder that it means. A 
seed! It would not make much of a breakfast 
for a big fellow like me.” He sat there think- 
ing it over for a long time. Then he leaned 
back and laughed. 

“Why did not I think of that before? The 
bird wants me to plant the seed, of course.” So 
he went out into the garden and planted the seed 
very carefully. He watered it every day and 
watched to see it grow. By and by a little green 
shoot appeared and then some leaves. It was a 
squash vine. It grew and grew till it almost 
covered the garden. 
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Soong-soo expected that there would be a lot 
of fine squashes, but only one flower blossomed. 
Then a squash began to grow and it got bigger 
and bigger until it was so heavy that Soong-soo 
could not lift it. At last the time came to take it 
cff the vine. 

“T will take it into the house and cut it up 
and dry it and keep it to eat all winter,” said 
Soong-soo to himself. He had to roll it along the 
ground till he came to the door. He managed 
to get it up the steps and into the room. He took 
his axe to cut up the squash. At the first blow 
_ the squash fell open and out poured a flood of 
yellow, golden sand. 

“Well, that is the funniest squash I ever saw!” 
said Soong-soo. ‘I can’t eat yellow sand.” He 
got dcwn on his knees and felt of it. My, but it 
was heavy! Then he guessed what it was. It 
was real gold! He saw it all now. The little 
bird had gone home to the Southland and told 
the King of the Birds how Soong-soo had helped 
him, and the King had sent the seed so as to 
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He put the golden sand into bags and car- 
ried them one by one to the city, sold them and 
put the money into the bank. He didn’t tell any- 
one where it came from. He was now a great 
deal richer than his brother Hoong-soo. 

He bought a large field on the hill right op- 
posite his brother’s house and then hired men in 
the city to come and build him a perfectly won- 
derful house. It was much bigger and finer than 
than Hoong-soo’s. He made all the workmen 
promise not to tell who it was that was having it 
built. He wanted to keep that for a surprise. He 
still lived in the small hut just as before and no 
one supposed that he was building that splendid 
house. 

When it was all done and furnished, Soon-soo 
went into his hut, put on a fine silk suit of clothes 
and walked up to the new house. Everyone was 
watching to see who would come and live in it. 
When they saw Soong-soo coming in those splen- 
did clothes and walking right into the house, 
they were so surprised. Surely it couldn’t be 
poor Soong-soo. He never could build a house 
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like that. They thought he must be crazy. But 
they saw the servants bowing to him and leading 
him into the house and so they hurried up to learn 
what it was all about. 

Soong-soo welcomed them all and asked them 
to come in. 

“Does this beautiful house belong to you?” 
they asked. 

“Of course it does,’ he answered. 

“But we thought you were poor. You always 
lived in that little hut down by the road. Tell 
us how it was that you become so rich.” 

Then Soong-soo told them all about how he 
had helped the bird, how it brought the seed, how 
he planted it and how the golden sand poured 
out when he chopped the squash in two. How 
eagerly they listened! It seemed just like a fairy 
tale. They all liked Soong-soo and told him how 
glad they were that he was now a rich man. 

All this time Hoong-soo had been watching the 
new house goup. He was very angry that some- 
one had built a better house than his own. He 
wondered who it could be. Just then a man came 


hurrying in. 
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“Who do you suppose it is that has built that 
house? You never could guess. It was your 
‘own brother Soong-soo!” 

“What, Soong-soo? No, no. He couldn’t do 
it. He is too poor,” said Hoong-soo. 

“But it’s true,” said the man. “I have been 
there and seen him. You should see what beauti- 
ful clothes he has and how many servants. The 
house is full of them.” Hoong-soo was awfully 
angry. What! That good-for-nothing brother 
of his at whom he had always laughed? It was 
perfectly disgusting. But he pretended that he 
was glad and he thanked the man for telling him. 

Hoong-soo hated his brother but he was very, 
very curious to find out how he had become rich 
so suddenly. So he dressed up in his best clothes 
and went over to the new house. 

“Come in, come in,” said Soong-soo kindly. 

“Well, well, this is fine,” said Hoong-soo, pre- 
tending that he was very much pleased at his 
brother’s good fortune. 

“Yes, it is pretty good,” said Soong-soo, “But 
it is not nearly so fine as the one that I am going 
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to build down in the city where I expect to spend 


a 


(es the winter.” 

iss “Another?” exclaimed Hoong-soo. ‘Well, I 
4 <4 declare! You must be very rich. Only a little 
a while ago you were as poor as a mouse and now 
wh you have plenty of money. How in the world 
Te did it happen?” 


“Well, it is a strange story,” said Soong- 
soo, “but you are my brother, so of course I will 
tell you.” Then Soong-soo told him all about it; 
how the bird had come and how he had mended 
its wing, how it had brought the seed and how 
the squash had grown, how he had chopped it 
open and how the golden sand had poured out. 
Hoong-soo was astonished and pretended to be 
glad, but he was not glad at all. He was envious 
of his brother’s good luck. 

Hoong-soo went home and lay down on his 
bed and would not eat any supper at all. He 
could not think of anything except that his brother 
was now richer than he was. A bird! Then why 
couldn’t he do the same thing that his brother 
had done? Birds often get hurt. If he could only 
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find one he would help it and then he would 
again be richer than his brother. 

The very next day he began hunting for a 
wounded bird. He looked everywhere. He 
walked through the woods and over the hills and 
beside the brook but he could not find a wounded 
bird. It made him so angry that he could not 
sleep that night. He kept tossing about on the 
bed hour after hour. At last he thought of a 
plan, a good one. 

The next morning he told one of his servants 
to take a trap and go and catch a bird, break its 
wing and throw it over the wall into the yard 
behind the house. The servant was surprised but 
did what he was told. Hoong-soo kept watch, 
and that afternoon he saw a wounded bird fall in 
the yard. He ran and picked it up. 

“Poor little bird!”? he said. “How sorry I am 
that you have been hurt. I will help you and 
make your wing all well again.” He took the 
bird into the house and tended it very, very care- 
fully for two or three weeks until the wing was 
quite well. He opened the door wide and the 
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bird flew away as fast as it could go. Hoong- 
soo laughed and rubbed his hands together. 

‘“‘Now we will see who is the rich one,” he said. 
“T have only got to wait till the bird brings the 
seed.” He waited very impatiently, but two days 
later the bird came back, just as he thought it 
would, and in its bill was a great big pumpkin 
seed. It laid the seed down and then flew right 
away. Hoong-soo rubbed his hands and smiled. 

He planted the seed and watched it and watered 
it carefully. Before long it grew up and—what 
a vine! It grew all over the garden and climbed 
the side of the house and almost covered the roof. 
It had just one blossom, but it was the biggest 
blossom you ever saw. ‘Then came the squash. 
It grew and grew till it was as big as a barrel. 
Hoong-soo was delighted. Now his brother would 
see! 

When the squash was ripe Hoong-soo sent to 
all his friends and neighbors and he sent to 
Soong-soo. 

“‘Come to my house. I have something to show 
you.” They all came and when they saw that 
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monstrous squash they were indeed surprised. 
They all gathered about it and said what a splen- 
did squash it was. Soong-soo didn’t say any- 
thing but just watched to see what would hap- 
pen. 

Hoong-soo brought his axe and raised it over 
his head. He looked at his brother Soong-soo. 

“Now watch,” he said. ‘You think you are so 
much richer thanI am. You willsee now.” He 
brought the axe down on the squash. It split 
open and out flowed a stream of golden—sand? 
No, a flood of golden MUD! Just mud. It 
flowed all over the garden, into the house, over 
the yard, down the road. Everyone had to run 
so as not to get drowned in it. In a few mo- 
ments it had covered everything—house, barns, 
fields, orchards—everything! Hoong-soo’s wealth 
was all gone, swallowed up in mud. He was 
simply wild. He danced about and screamed and 
cried. He called the bird all sorts of names. He 
wanted to get that bird and wring it’s neck. But 
it was no use. He could not get the bird and he 
could not get back his fine house. He was as 
poor as a beggar. 


THE BROTHERS AND THE BIRDS 139 


Soong-soo was sorry for him and gave him the 
little hut beside the road to live in. He also gave 
him twenty-five cents a day to get something to 
eat. He thought of giving Hoong-soo half of his 
own money but the servant that Hoong-soo had 
told to break the bird’s wing told Soong-soo about 
it. Soong-soo was frightfully angry. 

“Tf that’s the kind of fellow he is, he shall 
never have any of my money. I will not let him 
starve, but he shall always be poor.” So that 
was the end of him. 

When Onjee had finished the story the boys all 
sat quite still for some time. At last Soktary 
spoke. 

“Ves, that’s the way it ought to be, but I’m 
afraid that it does not often turn out so.” Omjee 
laughed. 

“No, I’m afraid not; but Soong-soo was right, 
anyway. Whether he got all that money or not 
he still was happier than Hoong-soo.” 

“Then you don’t think it is wrong to be rich?” 


asked Soktary. 
“Not at all,” answered Omjee, “but it makes 
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all the difference in the world what you do with 
the money. For some people it is good and for 
some it is bad.” One of the boys spoke up. 

“What you do with the money is one thing but 
what the money does to you is quite another.” 

“That’s it,” said Omjee. “It is like fire. If 
you control it and use it rightly it is one of the 
best things in the world; but if the fire gets away 
from you and begins to burn your house up it is 
the worst thing in the world. It all depends on 
which is the master, you or the money.” 
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“Well, I will let you go this time,” said King Dragon. 
—Page 151 


THE SPARROWS AND THE FLIES 


oe day when Omjee was sitting with the’ 
boys, a fly alighted on the back of his hand. 
He looked at it closely. 

“Look,” he said. ‘Did you ever notice that 
whenever a fly alights he always rubs his hands 
together?” ‘They all said they had seen it but 
had never thought about it. Then Omjee looked 
out of the mouth of the cave at some sparrows 
that were picking up the crumbs. 

“‘And did you ever notice that while crows and 
hens and magpies walk putting one foot before 
the other just as people do, the sparrows always 
hop on both feet?” Yes, they had seen that too 
but it never seemed to interest them very much. 

“Well, I’m going to tell you a story about that. 
I cannot promise that it is true, but it is what a 
good many people believe.” 

Once upon a time the sparrows and the flies 
had a big fight. They fought and fought and 
fought until both sides were tired out. At last 
the King of the flies called to the King of the 


sparrows. 
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“Look here,” he said. ‘“‘What’s the use of our 
fighting any more? Neither side seems to be 
able to win and pretty soon we will all be killed 
off. Let’s all go to the Governor of the city and 
ask him to decide the quarrel for us. I will tell 
my side of the story and then you can tell yours. 
Let him decide which of us is in the right. I will 
do anything that he says is best.” 

“Very good,” answered the King of the spar- 
rows. “I will do it.” He was quite sure the 
Governor would decide it his way. 

So all the birds and the flies who were not al- 
ready dead or wounded flew away to the house of 
the Governor. They swarmed all over the place, 
flew in at the windows and crawled through the 
cracks. ‘There was a perfect cloud of them. 
The Governor was very angry. He called to his 
servants. 

“What do you mean by letting all these birds 
and flies come into my house like this? Drive 
them all out again,” he commanded. The servants 
went to get the whips but before they got back 
the King of the flies came and sat on the floor be- 
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fore the Governor and bowed very politely. The 
Governor was surprised to see this. 

“Mr. Governor,” said the King, “will you 
please listen a moment while I tell you why we 
and the sparrows have come to your house.” 

The Governor thought it was very funny and 
he began to laugh. He looked at the flies and 
then at the sparrows. 

“Why, yes, of course I will listen. What do 
you want?” 

“We flies have been having a terrible fight with 
the sparrows but neither side has been able to win 
the battle. If we keep on much longer we shall 
all be dead. So we have agreed to come and tell 
you all about it and let you decide which side is 
right and which is wrong. Will you please hear 
us and let us know what you think about it?” 
The Governor thought it would be good fun. . 

“All right,” he said. “You begin first and tell 
your story and then I will hear what the sparrows 
have to say.” All the flies and the sparrows kept 
very still so that they could all hear. The King 
of the flies then began his speech. 
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“Mr. Governor, we flies say that the sparrows 
are very bad people. They go into the fields and 
eat the grain that is being gathered for you and 
your people to eat. They eat so much that the 
farmers have a hard time to live and the cost 
of grain goes up.” 

The Governor nodded his head and they 
could all see that he agreed with the speaker. 

“But more than this,” went on the King of 
the flies, “the sparrows are always quarreling and 
fighting with each other. The children of the 
town watch them fight and so they learn to do the 
same. It sets a very bad example.” 

The Governor nodded again and looked at the 
sparrows and scowled at them. It looked as if 
he were getting angry. 

“But that is not all. These wretched sparrows 
come and build their nests right under the edges 
of the roofs of your houses. They wake up very 
early in the morning and begin to twitter and 
quarrel so that people cannot sleep any more. I 
do not doubt that even you, the Governor, have 
often been troubled by them.” 
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The King of the flies did not get any further. 
The Governor was awfully angry. His face got 
red. He jumped up. 

That’s enough, that’s enough,” he cried. “You 
are right and I must punish these wicked spar- 
rows. Get out the whips, the whips. I will 
show these sparrows that they cannot do these 
wicked things without being punished for it. Lay 
on the whips.” 

The Governor’s servants began whipping the 
legs of the poor sparrows. ‘That was the only 
place where it would hurt, for they were covered 
with feathers everywhere else. The sparrows cried 
out with the pain and began hopping up and 
down as hard as they could. But the King of 
the sparrows called to the Governor. 

“Wait, wait a minute, please,” he cried. “You 
have not heard our side yet. It is not fair to beat 
us until you have heard our story too.” The Gov- 
ernor knew that this was true, so he stopped his 
servants and told the King of the sparrows to 


tell his side. 
“Mr, Governor, it is true,” said the King of 
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the sparrows, “that we go out and eat a little 
grain once in a while, because that is our nature. 
God made us that way. But what do the flies do? 
They do not eat the rice but they go and lay 
their eggs on it, and when it is put in the barn 
the eggs hatch and the little worms eat a lot of 
rice and also spoil all the rest. A whole barnful 
can be spoiled in that way as you well know.” 

“That’s just as true as you live,” cried the 
Governor. “Goon. What more?” 

“It is also true that we build our nests under 
the eaves of the houses so as to keep out of the 
rain, and we sometimes make a little noise. But 
what about the flies? They come right into the 
room and light upon your face when you are 
asleep. ‘They crawl all over your food and they 
make fly-specks on the wall. They are much 
worse than we are in every way.” 

The Governor knew that every word was true. 
He grew more and more angry. At these last 
words he leaped up again. 

“Bring back the whips and lay them on these 
miserable flies,” he screamed. ‘I will teach them 
a lesson they will not soon forget.” 
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Now the flies are much smaller than the spar- 
rows and they knew that the whips would surely 
kill them. So they came and bowed before the 
Governor and rubbed their hands together as 
people always do when they are asking for mercy. 

“Please, Mr. Governor, please do not have us 
whipped. We cannot stand it. We would all 
be killed.” 

The Governor was a kind man after all and 
he had mercy on the flies. He ordered the whips 
to be put away. 

“Now listen, all you sparrows and flies. You 
are both wrong, but there must be no more fight- 
ing. I will not have it. Will you promise not 
to fight any more if I will let you go this time?” 

“Ves, yes. O yes,” they all cried. 

“Very well,” said the Governor. ‘But some- 
time you might be tempted to forget this promise, 
so I am going to give you something to remember 
by. You sparrows always walk by putting one 
foot before the other as men do, but from now on 
you must all hop just as you did while you were 
being whipped. That will help you to remem- 
ber.” Then he turned to the flies. 
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“And every time you flies alight you must rub_ 
your hands together just as you did when ask- 
ing me for mercy. That will make you remem- 
ber. Now go, all of you, and don’t let me hear 
of any more quarreling.” 

They all hurried away, glad that they suffered 
no worse. Since that time all sparrows have 
hopped instead of walked and all flies rub their 
hands together when they alight on anything. 

When Omjee had finished this queer story the 
boys looked at each other and smiled, but they 
did not dare tell him that they did not believe it. 

He knew what they were thinking, well enough, 
and he smiled too. When the boys got up to 
go home Omjee said: 

“You don’t believe that story, do you. Well, 
if that is not the reason why sparrows and flies 
act that way, what is the reason?” Not one of 
the boys could tell. 

“Well, I don’t believe it myself,” said Omjee, 
“but that is what a great many people say. If 
you can find out a better reason come and tell me 
about it. Good-bye.” 


HOW SPINEY HEDGEHOG TRIED TO 
FEED THE DRAGON 


D O you boys know who the King of all the ani- 
mals is?” asked Omjee of the boys one day. 

“Of course we do. It is the Dragon,” they all 
said at the same time. ‘‘Everybody knows that.” 

“Well, did you ever hear how old Spiney 
Hedgehog tried to feed the dragon, King of all 
the animals?” 

“No, we never did,” they answered. ‘‘Please 
tell us.” 

The dragon, as you know, lives under the hills. 
When you see a long ridge of hills you know 
that it is simply a dragon lying there, covered up 
with a big blanket of earth and rocks. He never 
comes out in the day-time and no one has ever 
seen him without going down under ground. 

Sometimes the ground begins to tremble and 
shake. We call it an earthquake but it is only 
the old dragon turning over in his sleep. If he has 
a nightmare he squirms and twists and it shakes 
the ground so hard that houses fall down and 
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trees are torn up. Sometimes he crawls out when 
no one is looking and goes up into the sky and 
tries to eat the moon. He swallows it, but he 
cannot keep it down. He always has to throw it 
up again. It must be very disappointing. 

Now old Spiney Hedgehog lives in a hole in 
the ground, you know. One day he dug deeper 
and deeper till he broke right through into the 
palace of the dragon under ground. He was 
awfully scared at first because he thought the 
dragon would be very angry. He looked about 
carefully, and there lay the dragon sound asleep. 

Spiney Hedgehog sat quite still, wondering how 
he was ever to get out again. He had fallen 
right through the roof of the house and so he knew 
he could not go back that way. ‘The only thing 
to do was to wait until the dragon should wake up. 
Then he could ask him how to get out. 

He waited and waited, and late that afternoon 
the dragon opened his great gleaming eyes and 
looked about. His eyes were sticking out like 
big bumps on his head and no one could look at 
him without being almost scared to 
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Spiney Hedgehog just sat and trembled. 

At last the dragon saw him and gave a terrible 
roar. It sounded like “Grug-grug-grug.” 

“What are you doing here?” he roared. 

“I—I—I b-b-broke th-through,” said Spiney, 
thinking that his last hour had come. 

“Broke through!” said King Dragon. ‘Well, 
those who break through get eaten up, that’s what 
happens to them.” 

“B-b-but I’m all covered with quills and it 
would hurt your stomach awfully if you should 
swallow me.” ‘The King Dragon saw that this 
was So. 

“Then I will have to skin you first,” he said. 

“Ow-ow-ow!”’ cried Spiney. ‘Please do not 
skin me. I never meant any harm. I'll never 
do it again. Oh Please.” 

“Well, I will let you go this time if you will 
promise to do something for me,” said King 
Dragon. 

“Ves, yes, I will do anything you say.” 

“T haven’t had a dog to eat for months and 
months. You must go and get me one. If you 
do that I will forgive you.” 
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“T’ll do it. I know where there is a nice fat 
one,” said Spiney. ‘To tell the truth he didn’t 
know at all but he pretended to, so as to be able 
to get out of King Dragon’s palace. 

“Very well. You see that dark passage be- 
hind you. Go along it and you will come to the 
front door. You will find two big snakes guara- 
ing the door. They will want to eat you but if 
you say to them ‘Choo-choo Chik-chik Cha-cha’ 
they will let you go. You must have the dog 
here by tomorrow morning or I shall surely catch 
and eat you instead.” 

Spiney never said a word, but turned and 
hurried away. He crawled down the long, dark 
passage until he came to the front door. There 
he saw the two snakes coiled up one on either 
side. ‘They were much surprised to see Spiney 
Hedgehog coming from inside the palace. They 
could not imagine how he got in. 

“Who are you? Where did you come from? 
How did you get in?” they asked all at once. 
They had to watch the door to see that no one 
should come in and they were afraid King Dragon 
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would be angry at them for letting Spiney in. 

“Choo-choo Chik-chik Cha-cha,” said Spiney, 
very loud. 

“O, all right then,” the snakes said. “If you 
can say that it is all right.”” So they opened the 
door and let Spiney Hedgehog out. My, but he 
was glad to see the light again! He ran home 
as fast as he could. His wife was waiting for 
him and wondering why he had been gone so 
long. 

“T have had a terribletime,” he said. ‘‘I broke 
into the palace of King Dragon when I was dig- 
ging inthe hill. He let me go if I would promise 
to bring him a dog to eat.” 

“And did you promise?” asked his wife anx- 
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“Of course I did. ‘That was the only way to 
: get out.” 

4 “But you can never get a dog for him.” 

Y “Perhaps, but I am going to try very, very hard, 


for if I do not get him one he is going to catch and 
eat me.” 
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“Horrors!” exclaimed Mrs. Hedgehog. 

“T think I can doit, too. I have been thinking 
of a plan.” 

» Very early the next morning Spiney went down 
to the edge of the village where people live and 
waited till a nice fat dog came along. When the 
dog saw him it jumped to bite him, but Spiney 
just rolled up in a ball with his quills sticking out 
in every direction. ‘The dog did not dare touch 
him, 

“Are you very, very hungry?” asked Spiney. 

“T should say I am,” answered the dog. “Iam 
almost starved.” 

“Well, if you will let me go I will show you 
where you can get something that will surprise 
you.” The dog thought, of course, that it meant 
something good to eat. 

“All right. Come and show me.” So Spiney 
uncurled and led the dog to the hill where the hole 
was. It was the same hole that Spiney had dug 
the day before when he fell through into the pal- 
ace of the dragon. 

‘See what a big hole it is,” he said to the dog. 
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“You can easily crawl in there. I will come 
right behind you and when we get way in the hole 
I will show you something that you never saw 
before in all your life.” The dog was a little 
scared to go in, but when he thought what a nice 
time he would have he crept in. Spiney was right 
behind. The hole was too small for the dog to 
turn around. 

They kept going and going. The dog began 
to get anxious. He did not want to go any 
further. 

“Aren’t we almost there?” he asked. 

“Only a little way further,” answered Spiney. 

So they kept on a long way until at last the 
dog began to get angry. He refused to go a 
single step further. He stopped and began to 
back out, but Spiney was right behind him and 
he bumped against the sharp quills. They 
pricked him badly. 

“T won't go any further,” said the dog. 

“Yes, you will, too,” answered Spiney, and he 
went forward and stuck some more quills into the 
dog from behind. The dog yelped with pain. 
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They were almost to the place where Spiney had 
fallen through. The old King Dragon heard the 
yelp and knew what it was. He came to the spot 
just below the hole in the roof. He threw up his 
head and opened his jaws very wide and waited. 

The dog simply had to go on. He could not 
turn around to fight the hedgehog and he couldn’t 
stay still with those quills sticking into his back 
side. So he went ahead until he came to the place 
where he would fall through into the jaws of the 
dragon. He looked down and saw those terrible 
gleaming eyes. He gave a loud howl of fear and 
then slipped, slipped over the edge and fell ka- 
plump into the jaws of King Dragon! 

Spiney Hedgehog was watching from above and 
when he saw that King Dragon had swallowed 
the dog, he crawled backward out of the hole and 
went home to his wife, very glad that he would 
not have to fear what King Dragon would do to 
him. 
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That was the last story Omjee told the boys 
for a long time, for he had to go on a distant 
journey. But after he got back he sent for the 
boys and told them many more. 
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